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ADVERTISEMENT. 


commit this Colors to the preſs with all poſſible 
1 irude to the public for the reception it has met: 
I cannot flatter myſelf that the fame. applauſe will fol- 
Tow it to the clofet ; for as it owed much to an excel. 
lent repreſentation, I have neither on this, nor any 
preceding occaſion, confidered. myſelf” otherwiſe than aa 
a a ſharer only with the Managers and Performers, whe 
have.diſtinguiſhed themſelves in the exhibition of my 
trifling productions. But it is not on the ſcore of ſpecy 
tacle only that I am obliged to Mr Garrick ; I'am both 
in the inſtance of this Comedy, and in that: of the Weſt 
Indian, materially indebted to his judgment, and owe 
the good effect of many incidents in both to his ſug» 
geſtion and advice: the correction of a real critic is-as 
different from that of a pretender, as the e of 
a ſurgeon from the ſtab. of an affaſlin. 

The Comedy, now ſubmitted to. the reader, is deſign'd 
as an attempt upon his heart, and as ſuch proceeds with 
little deviation from mine; if it ſhould be thought there : 
fore, that I have meant well, the charge of having exe» - 
euted indifferently I. ſhall patiently, ſabmit to: T have 
on this occaſion, (as on the two: preceding ones) Wholiy 
reſted my performance upon ſuch poor abilities, as I am 
maſter of; I am: net conſcious of having drawn any par- 
ticular aſſiſtance, either in reſpect of character or deſign; 
from the productions of others; altho' I am far from 
preſuming to ſay. or think, that I have ever exhibited 
any character purely: original: The leveb manners of a 
poliſh'd country, like this, do not ſupply much matter 
for the comic muſe, which. delights: in variety and ex» 
travagance ; where-ever therefore I have made any at. 
| temprs at novelty, I have found myſelf obliged either 
to dive into the | wer claſs of men, or betake myſelf to 
the out ſkirts of the empire; the center is too en 


= and refined for ſuch purpoſes. 


Whether the reception of this Comedy may by ſuch, 
es ſhall en-ourage me to future efforts, is of ſmall con- 
ſequence to the public; but if it fleuld chance to obtain 
ſome little credii with the candid part of mankind, and 
it' author for 0uce eiccpe without thoſe perſonal and 
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4 ADVERTISEMENT. 
unworthy aſperſions, which writers, who hide their 


own names, fling on them who publiſh their's, my ſuc- 
ceſs it may be hoped will draw forth others to the un- 


dervuking'* with far ſuperior requiſites; and that there 


are_numbers under this defcription, whoſe ſenſibility 
Keeps em Hlent, I am well perſwaded when I conſider 
how general it is for men of the fineſt parts, to be ſub- 
Ject to the fineſt feelings; and I would ſubmit whether 
this unhandſome practice of abuſe, is not calculated to 
create in the minds of men of genius, not only a diſin- 
clination to engage in dramatic compoſitions, but a lan- 


1 and unanimated manner of execut ing them: It will 5 


ive men from a neceſſary confidence in their own 
powers, and it will be thou ght convenient to get out of 


the torrent's way, by mooring under the lee of ſome 


great name, either French or Italian, and fitting down 
contented with the humble, but leſs expoſed, taſk of 
tranſlation. Should this take place, a cold elaborate 
ſtile will prevail in our drama, clearly oppoſite to the 
"national character, and not at all at uniſon with the 
taſte of our writers themſelves. Correctneſs will be- 


come the chief object in view, by which, though much 
may be avoided, little will be obtained: nothing great 


can be accompliſhed on a plain; turn to Shakeſpear, and 


you find the Alps not more irregular than his genuius ; | 


had the critics of his days marked his inaccuracies with 
that illiberal ſpirit which ſeems ;reſerved for our time, 
the bold and daring ſallies of the ſublimeſt Muſe would 
probably have been ſuppreſſed, and neither the great 
Actor who has brought his ſcenes to life, nor the ele- 
gant Eſſayiſt * who has defended them, would have 
made ſuch "diſplay of their own genius in the celebration 
and 4 eas of his. 


- 9 ; |  - Ricu. CUMBERLAND. 
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In the Character of a Printet's Devik. 

FT Am a devil, ſo pleaſe you and muſt hoof _ 
1 Up to the poet yonder with this proof: 
I'd read it to you, but, in faith, tis odds 
For one poor Devil to face ſo many Gods. 
A ready imp I am, who kindly greets 5 
Young authors with their firſt exploits in ſheets ; 


While the Preſs groans, in place of dry-nurſe ſtands, 
And takes the bantling from the midwife's hands. Th 


If any author of prolific brains, 
In this good company, feels labour-pains ; 

If any gentle poet, big with rhime, 
Has run his reck'ning out and gone his time; 
If any critic, pregnant with ill- nature, 
Cries- out to be deliver'd of his ſatire; - 


Know ſuch that at our Hoſpital of Muſes. =» 


He may lye in, in private, if he chuſes ; . 
We've ſingle lodgings there for ſecret ſinners, 
With Rag. encouragement for young beginners. 
Here's one now that's free enough in reaſon ; 
This bard breeds regularly once a ſeaſon ; 
Three of a ſort, of homely form and feature, 
The plain coarſe progeny of humble nature; 
Home-bred and born; no ſtrangers he diſplays, 
Nor tortures free-born limbs in {tiff French ſtays : 
Two you have rear'd; but between you and me, 
This youngeſt is the fav'rite of the three. _ 
Nine tedious months he bore this babe about, 
Let it in charity live nine nights out ; 
„„ 4 
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W709. £060»: 
Stay but his month up ; give ſome little law ; 
*Tis cowardly to attack him in the ſtraw. 
Dear Gentlemen correctors, be more civil; 
Kind courteous Sirs, take counſel of the Devil; 
I Stop your abuſe, for while your readers ſee 
= Such malice, they impute your works to me; 
2 Thus, while you gather no one ſprig of fame, 
' Your poor unhappy friend is put to ſhame : _ 
| Faith, Sirs, you ſhould have ſome conſideration, 
. When « ev'n the Devil * againſt Damnation. | 
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ADIES, yours country 8 ornament and dne | 
L* Ye, whom the puptial deity has tied 5 
In ſilken fetters, w fe not impart | 75 AREA 
For pity's ſake ſome portion of your art - 

To a mere novice, and pfeſcribe ſme plan 
How you would have me live with my good man 2 
Tell me, if I ſhould give each paſſuig hour 

To love of pleaſure or to love of power; 
If with the fatal thirſt of deſperate play 

I ſhould turn day to night and night to 2 

Had I the faculty to make a prize © 

Of each pert animal that meets my eyes >. 

Say are theſe objects worth my ſerious aim; 

Do they give happineſs or health or fame ? 
Are hecatombs of lovers hearts of force 

To deprecate the demons of divorce ? 

Speak, my adviſers, ſhall I gain the plan 

Of that bold club, which gives the law to man, 
At their own weapons that proud ſex defies 

And ſets. up a new female paradiſe ? 
Lights for the ladies" Hark, the bar - bells ſound! 
Show to the elub- room See the glaſs goes round 
Hail, happy meeting of the good and fair, 
Soft relaxation from domeſtic care, 

Where virgin minds are early train'd to Joo 
And all Newmarket opens to the viex. 
In theſe gay ſcenes ſhall I affect to move, 

Or paſs my hours in dull domeſtic Jae! . „ 
Shall I to rural ſolitudes deſcend © De 
With Tyrrel my protector, guardian, friend, 
Or to the rich Pantheon's round repair, 


And blaze the brighteſt heathen-goddeſs there? . 


Where ſhall I fix? Determine ye who know, 
Shall I renounce my huſband, or Soho ? 5 
With eyes half- open'd and an aking head 

And ev'n the artificial roſes dead, 

When to my toilette's morning taſk reid, 
What viſitations then may {cize my min 

Save me, juſt Heaven, from ſuch a painful life, 


And make me an _ aſhionable wife! 
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OP ks — 3 "D'S PE on By f mn” 
ar 1 SCENE I. 


A ball 3 in Louy Ans s Jouft; with a gase 
ſeen through an arch. Several dome / ics waiting in Tick 
 ligeries. 2 of French horns. 25 


colix enters taſlily. £7 +5 ih th 
Colin. T FOOT! fellows, haud your honds: pack v 


Eg your damn'd clarinets, and gang your: 
for a pair 28 lubberly minſtrels, ks you are. An you 


cou 49 hondle the bagpipe inſtead, I wou'd na' ſay ou 


: ah! 'tis an aancient inſtrument of great melody, 
= has whaſtled many a braw lad to his grave; but 
your holidays borns there are fit only to play to a drun- 
ken City-barge on a ſwan-hopping party 1 the Thames. 


uw 


LA JEUNESSE enters. 


La. Jeu. Fedon, Monſieur Colin, for why you hd £5 
ſend away the horns? It is very much the ton in this 
country for the fine-gentlemens to have the horns : upon 
my vord, my Lord this day gave grand entertainment 
to very grand'company ; ; toues Ies maccaroni below ſtairs, - 
et toute la coterie Above. Hark, who vait dere? My 
Lord ring his bell.—Voi la, Monſieur Colin, dere | is all 
the company going to the tea-room. 
Colin. (looting out.) Now the de'el burſt che weams of © 
you all together, ſay I, for a pack of locuſts; a cow 
in a clover field has more moderation than the beſt a- 
mong you: had my lord Abberville the wealth of 'Glaſ- 
gow, you'd ſwallow it = __ before vou gi Ved over. 
Crom, Crom. ot 

La. Jeu. Vat is dat crom, crom? We do not 1 


in Thats 1 vat Is dat crom, - crom. But vat you ſay to 
the 


10 THE FASHIONABLE LOVER: 

. the dinner? Upon my word Monſieur the cook, 1 a 

il 2 fine diſpoſitions for the table, as the Grand Conde did 

| for the battle: ma foi, he merit to have his ſtatute raiſed a 

en crocan, in the center of his own performance. ; 

Colin. Rais'd on a gibbet in the center of Hounſlow 
Heath; that's what he merits., _ 

0 Ta. Jeu. Ah, barbare! Here come my Lord: FExite 


— — 
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Lon pDp ARBERVILLE. #0. Corin.. TERS 7 
* 4b. Colin, ſee that covers! are laid for 3 7 
twenty, and ſupper ſerved at twelve 3 in the great nting- 5 
parlour. 7 2 85 


Colin. Ecod, my "Hs had you o 4 the meſs of 
Jeakes and ſwecties that was honded up amongſt em juſt 


now, you wou'd na think there cou'd be muckle need of 1 
ſiupper this night. 1 
„L. Abb. What fellow, wou'd vou have me ſtraye my 
ſts ? ” 
Colin. Troth, an you don t, they'll go nigh to ſtarve t 
vou. E t 

Li. Ab. Let me hear no more of this, colin Macleod; 

T took you for my ſervant, not for my adviſer. @ _ 
Colin. Right, my Lord, you did; but if by 5 adviſing - 
I can ſerve you, - where's. the breach of duty 1 in that! , 
'[F vit. | 


L. 4b. Wnat a Highland ſavage it is—My father 
indeed made uſe. of him to pay the fervant's Wages, and x 
poſt the tradeſmen's accounts; as I never do either, I 15 


wiſh ſomebody elſe had him that does. ip 
 _MonTi% ER enters, . repeating to hinfelf.” | er 
ere Is this a dinner, this a genial room: Tic 


ic *Fhis: is a temple and a hecatomb.” _ _ 
L. Ab. What quoting, Mortimer? and ſatire too — du 


I thought you need not go abroad for that. ta 
Mart. True; therefore, I'm returning home, —G 08d rs 
niglit to you. hir 

L. Abb. What, on the wing, fi 3 1 With ſo 3 1 
company can Fc ptilofopher want food to feaſt His -th: 


ſpleen upon? . 

Alort. Food! 2 revolt 1 the name; no Bramin 10 

cou d ominete your W x meal. more than J do, WII 
Larue 
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A. COUEDY. Iv 
Hirtius FR Apicius would have bluſh'd for it: Mare 
Antony, who roaſted eight whole boars for fa PET, - 
never maſſacred more at a meal than you have dont. 5 2 

L. Abb. A trace, good cynick: pr 'ythee now get the 
up ſtairs, and take my 8 the ladies Will. be glad o . _ 
you at cards. 

Mort. Me at cards! me at a n ; vette in 5 
with fuzzing dowagers, golliping ald maids and yellow 
admirals; "Meath, .my Lord Abberville, you muſt excuſe . 

me. 

L. Abb. ont on thee, unconformable being, thou ark 

a @ traitor to ſociety. © 

- Alort: Do you. call that ſociety? | 

I. Ab. Yes, but not my ſociety; none ſich a as you 

rf deſcribe will be found here; my circle,” Mr Mortimer, 
is form'd by people of the. firſt faſhion and ſpirit 3 in this 

1 . | 

Mort.” Faſhion and ſpirit ! Yes, ther country's like 

: to ſuffer by their faſhion more than 'twill ever profit by 


| their ſpirit. 

; L. Ab. Come, come, your temper is too ſour. 

| Mort. And your's too ſweet: a mawkiſh lump of 
| manna ; ſagar in the mouth, but phyſic to the bowels. 
? I. Ab. Mr Mortimer, you was my father's execator ; 


I I did not know your office extended. any further. 

Mort. No; when I gave a clear eſtate into your hands, 
I clear'd myſelf of an unwelcome office: I was, indeed, 

our father's executor; the gentlemen of faſhion, and 

5 irit will be your lordſhip” 3 f 

L. Abb. Pooh! you've. been black - bald at ſome pal- 
try port - drinking club; 3 and ſet up for a man of Wit and 
ridicule. 

Mort. Not I, believe me; your companions are too 


— 


dun to laugh at, and too vicious to expoſe.— —Thexe 
ſtands a ſample of your choice. 5 

d [line 00. Who, Doctor Druid! ? Where' s the bares in in 

73 2 

ch Mort. Where is the merit What one quality des 


iis I © that old piece of pedantry poſſeſs to fit him for the li- li- 
3 beral office of travelling preceptor to a man of rank? 
in I "You know, my Lord, I recommended you a friend as 
by (Gt to Sorm-your manners as your morals : but he was 
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Mortimer. What is the ſurly poots prabbling = 


petters? 
have a little tifputes and iſputations_ with kim, d'ye fee, 
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22 THz FASHIONABLE LOVER, 
a reſtraint; and, in his ſtead, you took that Welc 


that buffoon, that antiquarian forſooth, who looks as 817 | 


you had rak'd him out of the cinders of Ine Veſuvius. 


L. Abb. And ſo I did: but pr'ythee, W dont 
run away ; 1 long to have you meet. 


7 


Mort. You muſt excuſe me. - 
L. Abb. Nay, I muſt have you better friends — Come 


Lither, Doctor, hark'e—— 


Mort. Another time: at preſent, Tam in no "FLA 


to ſtay the diſcuſſion of a  cackle-thell, or the eien 
of a butterfly s wing. 3 r 


4 


eres Drviy enters. F-30213 4 


Dr Druid. Putterflies ! putterflies in your 8. Mr 

out! 
Cot give her coot luck; will the man never leave off bis 
fling-, and his fleers, and his fegaries; packpiting his 
Coot my Lord, let me call him bach, and 


L. Abb. Hang him, tedious rogue, let him go. 
Dr Druid. Tedious ay, in coot truth is he, as 


. tedious as a Lapland winter, and as melancholly Tp 


his crotchets, and his bumours damp all mirth and merri- 


ment, as a wet blanket does a fire: he is the "ON * 
mare of ſociety. 


L. Abb. Nay, he talks well ſometimes. 
D Druid. Ay, 'tis pig ſound, and little wit; like « 


loud pell to a pad dinner. 


L. Abb. Patience, good Doctor, patience ! another 
time you. ſhall have your revenge, at prefent you mult 


lay down your wrath, and take up your attention. 


Dr Druid. I've done, my Lord, I ve done: laugh at 
my putterflies indeed! if he was as pi Rod as pold as 


| King Gryffyn, Doctor Druid wou'd make free to whiſ⸗ 
per an oord or two in his ear. 


L. Abb. Peace, cholerick King of the mountains, Peach 


Dr Druid. I've done, my Lord, I Tay I've done. 
I. Abb. If you have done, let me begin. You muſt 


N then, I expect my city madam from Fiſh -ſtreet 
Hi IP 


Dr Druid. Ay, ay, the rich pig pellied blen AL 


ter, . Madam Fridgemore, NF: Lady Apperville, 


R 
5 e 
J 


A © b M A D r. „ 

| that is to be, pleſs her, and fave her, and mak; ber 4 

F coot wife, ſay I. 

ö E. Ab. Pr 'ythee, good Doctor, don't put a man in 

E mind of his 2 : tell you, ſhe is coming here 
by appointment, with old Bridgemore and her mother ; 
'tis an execrable groupe, and as I mean to make all 


e things as eaſy to me as I can, I'm going out to avoid 
being troubled with their impertinence. 

r Dr. Druid. Going out, my Lord, with your houſe Fall 5 
It of company? 


0 L. Abb. Oh chat 's no joan; none in the leaſt; 
famion reconciles all thoſe ſcruples: to conſult your own 
eaſe in all things is the very firſt article in the recipe for 


r 00d breeding; when every man looks after himſelf, no 
: dne can complain of neglect; but as theſe maxims may 
18 not be orthodox on the eaſtern ſide of 'F *emple-bar, you 
18 muſt ſtand Gentleman . uſher in this f. pot ; put your beſt 
1d face upon the matter, and marſhal my citizens into the 
e. aſſembly- room, with as much ceremony, as if they came 


. up with an addreſs from the whole company of Cord- 
wainers. | 
Dr Druid. Dot! on it, you” ve Lone teviliſn oomans 
in the wind, for when the tice are rattling above, there's 
nothing but teath, or tlie tevil, cou'd keep you below. 
L. Al. You've gueſt it; C: a a divine, delicious little 
devil, lurks in my heart; ene himſelf cou'd not 
exorciſe her: 1 am poſſeſt, and from the hour I ſaw her 
by ſurprize, I have been plotting methods how to meet 
er her; a lucky opening offers, the” mine is laid, and 
Biidgemore” s viſit is the ſignal for ſpringing = 5 
14 Dr Druid. Pridgemore's ' s bow ſo. © . 
at L. 45. Why, tis with him the lives; bert elſe 
as WW cou'd make it difficult, and what but difficulty, con'd 
ſ- make me purſue it? They prudently enough wou'd have 
P conceal'd her from me, for who. can think of any other, 
ice. when Miſs Aubrey is in fight ?—But hark thev're 
come; I muſt N love and e ſtand 
my friends [cs xit. 
Dr Druid. Pleſs us, what bald and fork he 3 15 in, 
and all for ſome young huſſey— Ah! hell never have a 
gn: proper reliſh for the venerable antique: I never ſhalt} 
ile, bring down his mercury, to toueh the proper 
B 
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ture is your maccaroni; with the airs of a caguerke you 
— 4.8 f 5 mee 


14 THE FASHIONABLE LOVER: 
polar, which: that of a true virtuoſo, ought to ſtand at'; 
ometimes indeed he will contemplate a beautiful ſtatue, 


as if it was a ooman; 1 never cou'd perſuade him to 


look upon a beautiful ooman, as if ſhe was a ſtatue. 
'BaiDGEMORE, Mrs BRIDGEMORE, and” LuctnDa, 


Bridge. Doctor, I kiſs your hands; L Kiss your hands, 
good Doctor. How theſe nobles live! Zooks, what a 
iwinging chamber 5 

Mrs Bridge. Why, Mr Bridgemore, {ure you think 
yourſelf in Leatherſcller s-hall.. 

Luc. Pray recollect yourſelf, Pappa; ; indeed this 15 
not Fiſh-ſtreet Hill. 

Bridge. I wiſh it was: I'd ſoon unhouſe this trum- 
pery : I'd ſoon furnifli it with better goods: Why this 
Profuſion, child, will turn your brain 

Mrs Bridge. L aw, how. you ſtand and ſtare at FOE 
ſto pping in- the hall to count the ſervants, gaping at-the 
luſtre there, as if you'd ſwallow it.—I ſuppoſe our 


daughter, when ſhe's a woman of quality, will behave 


as other women of quality do.— Lucinda, this is Doctor 
Druid, Lord Abberville's travelling tutor, a emen 
of a very antient family in North Wales. 


Luc. So it ſhould ſeem, if he's the repreſantive. of it. 


Dr Druid. Without flattery, Mrs Bridgemore, Miss 
has very much the behaviours of an ooman of quality 
already. 

Me . Come Sir, N join the company, Lord 
Abberville will think us late. | 
Dr Druid. Yes truly, he's impatient for our coming 


but you ſhall find him not at home. 


Ars Bridge. How; not at home? 

Luc. A mighty proof of his impatience, truly. 
De Druid. Why, twas ſome plaguy buſineſs took 
him out, but we'll diſpatch it out of hand, and wait 


Wan you quickly. 


Bridge. Well, buſineſs, buſineſs muſt bo 3 
Mrs Bridge. 1 thought my Lord bad been a man of 


faſhion, not of buſineſs, 
Luc. And ſo he is; a man of the firſt "r= He F you 


cannot have a freſher ſample: the worſt gallam in na- 


5 Fre Wen 


„ 


5 
0 N 


alt 


ANA _ 0 * Ws r. of. 
meet the manners of a clown: fear keeps lum! in ſome 
awe before the men, but not one ſpark of Palio has he 
at heart, to remind him of the ladies. A 

Me. Bridge. Well, we muſt make our curiſies above 
ſtairs - our card was from Lady Caroline; I rappelt ſhe- 
is not from home, as well. as her brother. 

De Druid. Who waits there? ſhow' the ladies up. 

: Bridge, Ay, ay, go up, and ſhow your cloaths, I 1 


chat with Dr Druid here below. + , | _[Exeuut Ladies. 


T love to talk with men that know the world; A tell. 
me, Sir, you've travelled i it all over: | 8 3 
Dr Druid. Into a pretty many parts « of 1 it. 555 I 
Bi idge. Well, and what fay you, Sir? $1007 a to 


be at home; nothing 2 J warrant like old England. Ah! 


what's France, and Spain, and Burgundy, and Flanders! 
no, old England for wy money; ; tis worth all thqworld 


belides. 3 
Dr Druid. Your ly fays as Bub; "twill fill the 


pot, but ſtarve*the prain; tis full of corn, and ſheep, 


and villages, and people : England to, the reſt df the 


bord, is like a flo er- garden tola foreft. 

Bridge.” Wes, vat 00: PEOPIEs, Sir, what. ſay you to 
the people. e 

Ie Dratd. Nothing: : I never meddle with the huma 


| ſpecies 3 man, living man, is no; ie of my curioſity,” 
ridgemore, till "y- 


nor ooman neither; at leaſt, Mr 
mall be made a mummies of. IN 6 


Bridge. 1 underſtand you ; you F F zeak | in the way of ; 
trade: money's your object. 
Dr Dru a Money ind trade! I ſcorn m both; the 

beaten, tr | 
traced the Oxus, and the Ton; traverſed the 'Riphiean 

Mountains, and Pierced into tue inmoſt Teſarts of Kal- 
muc Tartary—follow trade indeed! no; I've followed 


of commerce I diſdain to follow: I've 


the ravages of Kouli Chan with rapturous delight: there 


is the land of wonders; finely depopulated; gloriouſly 
laid walle; fields without a hoof to tread * em, fruits 
without a hand to gather them.; with ſuch a catalogue 
of pats, peetles, ſerpents, ſcorpions, caterpillers, toads 
oh! *tis a reercating e to a a philoſophie 


_ = | 
C Bridge. 
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16 THE FASHIONABLE LOVER: 


Bridge. Out on em, filthy ae I hope you leſt 


em where your found 'em, 

Dr Druid.” No, to my honour be it ſpoken, I have 
imported about fifty different ſorts of mortal r in- 
to my native country. - 

Bridge. Lackaday, there's people enough at home can 

poiſon their native country. (Mrs BRIDOGE MORE and 

| * N DA enters) So, Ladies, have you finiſh'd u_- viſit 
4 

r, Brid 4 . We've made our curtfies and come away. 

Dr Druid. Marry y, the fates and the fortunes forbid 

that you ſhould go, till my Lord comes back. 

Luc. Why not? if my Lord treats me * 1 
the dom. of a huſband, ſhoudn't 1 begin to practiſe 


| the indifference of a Wife? f [Exeunt. 


Dr Druid. Well, but the ſupper, Mr Pridgemore; 3 
; You a citizen, and leave the ſupper ?' 

Bridge. Your fifty mortal poiſons have given me my 
ſupper: ſcorpions, and be, and toads — come let's be 
gone. _— 7:7 

Dr Druid. Wou'd they were in your pelly! * xt, 


An apartment in BRIDGEMORE's Far 


© Mtss AUBREY aud TyRRET, and a maid-ſervant 
| _- with lights. | 5 


5 Aug. How I am watch'd-3 in this hae 5 you well know, 


Mr TyrelL; therefore you muſt not ſtay ; what you have 
done and ſuffer'd for my ſake I never can forget; and 

tis with joy I ſee you now, at laſt, ſurmount your diffi- 
culties by the recovery of Lord Courtland : may your 
life never be again expoſed on my account. 


Tyr. I Ylory in protecting you; when he, or any 
other rake, repeats the like offence, I ſhall repeat the 


like correction. I am now going to my uncle Mortimer, 
who: does not know that I am in town. Life is not 
life without thee ; never will I quit his feet, till I've 
obtained his voice or our alliance. 
Ausg. Alas! What hope of that from Mr Mortimer, 
whoſe ru gged nature knows no happineſs itſclf, nor feels 
complacency in that of others? 


Tyr. When you know Mr Mortimer © ae find how 
| totally 


— 


F. 
t. 


Give me your hand. 


1, M00: NM E FR 0” 
totally the world miſtakes him. F arewel, my * Au- 
uſt !; back d with thy virtuous wiſhes, how. can I fail 
. to 4 yeh (Hs £0 out, and jhe enters an Ther apartment. 
i Type 'maid=ſeroant ee ae e, 


LoRD AusETVI LIE. * 


ve — A's ſofa follow me; * an de 18 in her: 


onde, | 415 


L. Aob. Where: Where 


Serv. There; where you ſee the light through ths 
laſs door. If I. chought you had any wicked deligns in 
your head, I wou'n't have brought you here for the 
world; J ſhou'd be murder'd if the family were to know 


it: 0 for. pity”s s lake, my Lord, never betray me.. 


I. As. Go, get you gone; never talk of treaſon, my 
thoughts are full of love. (The maid-ſeroant goes. out. 


Firſt LI ſecure the door: *twill not be amiſs to bar thi 


Tgtreat-. {botky he door, an advhłr 0 the glaſi-door.) 


Ay, there ſhe i How peiiſite is that poſture!— 


Muſing on;her condition; which, in truth, is melancholly 
enough : an humble couſin to a vulgar tyrant—'Sdeath, . 
the cannot chaſe» but 3 Jump at my propoſals.—See, ſhe 
Grief diſpoſes to compliance 


Pa.. m. glad on't- 
Tis the very moment to aſſail . 


(8 + comes To the dior, 207% the candle in her hand; laue 


LORD "Apvrnviiie, Faint, 
** Whoa? s there? who's at the door ? Ah 9 


8 Ab. Huſh, huſh ; your ſcreams, will rouſe the 


* 


Tis I, Miſs Aubrey—'tis Lord Abberville. 


ſet down the candle: you are ſafe.” 


Aug. Safe, my Lord! Yes, I'm ſafe; but vou are 
e Miſs Bridgemore's not at home; or, if ſhe: 


was, this 3 is no place to meet her in. 
L. Abb. I'm glad of that; bleſs'd in Miſs Aubrey 
company, I wiſh no interruption from Miſs Bridgemore. 


Aug. I ſhould be loath to think ſo; an avowal of 


baſeneſs to one woman, ſhould never be taken as flattery 


by another: in ſhort, my Lord, I muſt intreat you to 


let the ſervants ſhow. you to ſome. fitter apartment. I 
am here in a very particular ſituation, and have tlie 


Arongelt reaſons for what J requeſt.. 


B 3. | L. Abbe. 
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18 THE ,F ASHI ONABLE LOVER: 
T. Abb. I gueſs your reaſons, but cannot admit them. 
I love you, Madam; let that declaration be my excuſe, 
= Aug. Nay, now your frolick has the air of inſult, 
and l inſiſt upon your leaving me. Fo, rapping is heard 
* at the door.) | 
1 Luc. (from without.) Who” 8 withih there? 
1 . Aug. Hark, hark, Miſs Bridgemore, as I me. Come 
n. 
| Luc. Come in why you have lock'd the un 
Ass. Lock'd! is it lock'd?—for ſhame, for ſhame! 
thus am 1 Cacrific'd to your rs pops deſigns — ſhe 
muſt come in. 
= L. Abb. Stay, ſtay ; ſhe muſt not find me here; r 
one retreat; your chamber ; b look me in _ I may 
l ſtill eſcape. 
1 Lac. 3 without) What are vou about, Miſs Au- 
1 brey ? Let me in. 
it Aug. Where ſhall I turn my viel: 4 You” ve ruined all: 
| i: you're diſcovered, I ſhall never gain belief. 33 
it | L. 4b. Be adviſed then: we have only this chance 
= left (goes to the bed-room door.) . 
TY Luc. Miſs Aubrey, if you don't 101 me in bamedk 
atoly, 1 ſhall call up my mamma; ſo pray: unlock the 
por, | 
Ag. I ſcarce know what to. da. (after locking Land 
Aberville in, opens the outward door.) There, a, 
you're obeyed. 
Lac. Why, ſurely, you affect extraordinary 1 
It ſeems you've had your Tyrrel in our abſence. : 
Arg. Yes, Mr Tyrrel has been here. „„ e 
Luc. Humph! you're in mighty ſpirits. 1 
A.. No, Madam; my poor ſpirits ſuit my poor þ 
condition: von, I hope, are rich. in every ſenſe. 
Luc. She's happy I can ſee, though ſhe attempts to be 
= kide 3 it: I can't bear her. Pray, Miſs Anbrey, wkat 7 
= are your. deſigns — to ruin this young man:? ne 
| Aug. Madam! [- 
Euc. Can you now in Four: heart ſppoſe tht Mor- 
timer will let his nephew marry you!? Depend upon't 
(T tell yon as your kriend) as ſoon as that old cynic hears 
ef it, (which I have taken cære he Fall) your hopes 


are crulbed at once. 
„ Mt 


#7 A's ©0030 wi 0p Te i. Ta 
Aug. When were they otherwiſe? 

Lac. 1 don't know what to make of her=-ſhe ſeems 

eonfus'd—her- eyes wander {trangely : e the 


bed - room door what is it ſhe a at? 


Aug. Where are you going ? 
Luc. Going! Nay,” no where—ſhe's ee 


Aubrey, I bave a fooliſh notion in my head, that: hy 
Tyrrell's in this houſe. 


Aug. No, on my word—ſhall I light you yarn room? 

Luc. So ready !—No; your own will ſerve: J can. 
adjuſt my head · dreſs at your) glaſs —Hey- dey ; at's faſt. 
—you've locked the door- 

Aug. Have I, indeed? : 
Lor. Tes, have you, Madam ; _ if my bd 
true, your lover's in it —open it. 

Aug. I beg to be excuſeec. 13 ** 

Luc. Oh! are you caught at laſt ? Admit ms 

Aug. Lou cannot ſure be ſerious—think I've the mrs 
tion of a gueſt. | 

Luc. Ridtieulous ! I'll raiſe the D 80 me come tw 
1 bell. 4 
Ag. Hold! hold! you don' t know cha: you dot 


for your own. ſake: deſiſt: to ſave your own conflaſanth, 


more than mine, deſiſt, and ſeek no farther. | 
Luc. No, Madam; if I ſpare vou, way the ſhame that 
waits for you fall on my head. 
Ag. At your own peril be it then! Look there ( opens 


and diſcovers Lord Abberaiile.): 


Luc. Aſtoniſhing ! Lord Abberville! This is. indeed 
extraordinary; this, of all frolicks modern wit and gal- 


lantry have given birth to, is in the neweſt and the 


boldeſt ſtile... R: 

L. Abb. Upon my life, Miſs Pridgemore, wy int has 
been entirely innocent. 

Luc. Oh, yes. I give you perfect credit for your ins 
nocence; the hour, the place, your Lordſhip's character, 
the Lady's compoſure, all are innocence itſelf. Can't 
you affect a. little ſurprize, Ma'am, at finding. a Gentle- 
man in your bed-· room, though you placed him there 


yourſelf ? So excellent an actreſs might pretend. a fit on 


the occaſion.: Oh, you have not halt Jour part. 
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20 THE'rASHIONABLY LOVE 


L. A. Indeed, Nigg Bridgemore, you . upon 
This i in too ſerious a light. 

Luc. No, be aſſured: I'm chvrme * AY your ad- 
Srefs'; ; you are a perfect faſhionable lover: ſo agreeable 


to invite us to your houſe, ſo well bred to be from 
home, and ſo conſiderate to viſit poor Mifs Aubrey in 
our abſence : altogether, I am puzzled which to prefer, 


beer wit, politeneſs, or your honour. 
Aug. Miſs Bridgemore, 'tis in vatn to urge my in- 


nocence to you ; Heaven and my own heart ae quit me; 


1 muſt erdure the cenſure of the world. 3-2-3128 


Luc. O Madam, with Lord Abberville's protection 
you may ſet that at nought : to him I recommend you: 
your company in this houſe will not be very welcome, 


1 au. 
L. Abb. (io her as 2 goes ont) Then, - Madam, - ſhe 


Sali come to mine; my houſe, my arms are open to re- 


<erve her. Fear nothing, ſet her at defiance ; reſign 
yourſelf to my protection; you ſhall face your tyrant, 
out-face her, ſhine above her, put her down in f. plendor 


as in beanty ; be no more the ſervile thing ber cruelty 


has made you; but be the life, the leader of each pub- 


Ai pleafure, the envy of OY -wontunRind, "wi maine of 


my happineſs —— GH dien 
Aug. And murderer of my own. - "No; fo my Lord, 
P11 periſh firſt : the Jaſt ſurviving orphan” of a noble 


Houſe, 111 not diſgrace it: from theſe mean, unfeeling 
1 who to the bounty of my anceſtors owe all they 


ave, I ſhall expect no Mercy z. but you, whom even 


pride might teach ſome virtue, you to tempt me, you 


with unmanly cunning to ſeduce diſtreſs yourſelf created, 
finks you deeper in NN than Heaven ſinks nie in 


poverty and ſhame. _ . 


L. Ab. A very unpromiſing compaign truly-: one 
lady loſt, and the other in no way of being gained, i 


Well, PII return ta my company; there is this merit 


however in gaming, that it makes all loſles appear tri- 
vial but its own. 
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0! ſo! another day; another . hours 1 
85 of folly and extravagance : pſhaw! I'm ſick on't. 
What is it our men of genius are about? Jarring and 
jangling with each other, while a vaſt army of vices 
over-runs the whole country at diſcretien ( Jarvis enters.) 
Now, Jarvis, what's: your. news ? 

Jar. My morning budget, Sir; a breakfaſt of good 
decds ; the offerings of a full heart and the return of an 
empty purſe. There, Sir, I've done, your errand; and 
wiſh hereafter Fon: could find another agent ior Aar | 
charities | . "Io 

Mort. Why fs. Charles FS. I bone 

Jar. Becauſe the taſk grows heavy; 4 am old 
and fooliſh, and the ſight is too affecting. 

Mor. Why doesn't do like me then? Sheath a ſoft 
heart in a rough caſe, twill wear the longer; fineer thy- 
ſelf, good Jarvis, as thy maſter-does, and keep a marble 
2 
fool of pity, and thou my pandar, Jarvis, my provider? 
You found out the poor fellow then, the. halt-pay. offt 
cer I met laſt Sunday 

Far. With difficulty; ; for he obtruded nds his ae : 
on the world, but in deſpair had crept into a corner, 
and, with his wretched IR Th about him, was prey 
ly expiring. | : 
Mort. Fr'ythee no more on't: yon ſav'd him; you 8 
reliev'd him; no matter how; you made a fellow: cr ea» 
ture happy, that's enough. | 

Jar. I did, Sir; but his ſtory's ſo efcfting— 

Mort. Keep it to thyſelf, old man, then ; why muſt 
my heart be wrung ? I too am one of Nature's ſpoilt 


ON and hay” nt yet Kel? off the tricks of the nurſery. 
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to the world. Who dreams that I am the lewd 7 
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tr THE FA SHFONABLE LOVER: 
Servant enters. 


Serv. Sir, Mr OE" come to town, and begs te 
ſee you. 

Mort. Let him come in Tyrrel enters.) $0, nephew, 
what brings you to town? 1 thought you was a priſon- 
er in the country. 

Tyr. I was ; but now. Lerd Courtland has obtained 


his liberty, no reaſon holds why I ſhould. not. recover 


mine. 

Mort. wen, Sir, how 3 you: fuld op your Une 
Tn practiſing freſh thurſts, or repenting of that which 

is paſt? Yon've drawn your ſword to- ſarlsfy one man, 
now think. of ſatisfying the reſt of mankiud. 

T;r. You know my ttory, Sir; I drew my ſword in 
the defence of iniocence: to puniſh and repel the liber- 
tine attempts of an ennobled ruffian; Nun man 1'of ho- 
nour would have done the ſame. 

Mort. Yes, honour: you young men are fabtle arguers; ; 


the cloak of honour covers all one's n as "200 of 


ET 


e, all your follies. 

Tyr. Honour is what waking have müde l it: al as 
we hold our lives upon theſe terms, with our Hives it 
1 us to defend them. 

Mort. You have made it reaſon then it Keemb mak 
it religion too, and put it out of faſhion with the world 
at once: of this: be ſure, I would ſooner caſt my guineas 
in the ſea, than give em to a duelliſt. But come, Frank 
you are one from prejudice, not principle; therefore 
we'll talk no more on't. Where are you lodged'! iq 
Tyr. At the hotel hard bj. 

Mort. Then move your bagotge: hither, and keep 
houſe with me; you and I, nephew, have ſach oppoſite 
gov: üts that we can never jaſtle; beſides, they tell me 
u're in love; 'twill make a good companion of you ; 
ou ſhall rail at one ſez, while I am employed with the 


other, and thus we may both gratify our ſpleen at once. 


Hr. O, Sir, unleſs you can conſent to hear the praiſes 
of my lovely girl, from hour to hour, in endleſs rope: 
| an never ſuffer me within your doors. 0 


Mort. aka girl, F RP) is _— thing but rick; and 


that 8 


. rA „ 


E x 


: 7 5 1 +C O M * E D wo 7.317 24 
that's : a main blank. in the eee wg a | Lady s pore 
fections a 

Tyr. Fill it up then, dear Uncle, 4 x word of your's | 
will do it. 

Mort. True, boy, a a will do it; but 'tis a long 
word, *tis a laſting one; it ſhould be, therefore, a deli-: 
berate one: but let me ſee your girl; T m a four fellow ; 
ſo the world thinks of me; but it is againſt the proud 
the rich I war: poverty may be a misfortune to Miſs 
Aubrey; it would be hard to make it an objection. 

yr. How generous is that ſentiment !— Let me have 
your conſent for my endeavours At obtaining her , and 
I ſhall be moſt happy. 1 

Mort. About it then; z my part is ſoon ale ready 3 


| your 'S 18. the talk : you are to find out happinels in mar? 


riage; I'm only to provide you with a fortune. (£ x48. 
Tyr.) Well, Frank, I. ſuſpected thou hadſt more courage 
than wit, when 1 heard” of thy engaging in a duel; now 
thou art for encount'ring a wife, I am convinc'd of its: 
A wife! *{death, ſure ſome planetary madneſs reigns 
amongſt our wives; the doys-ſtar never Joes, a che | 
moon's horns are . on our heads. ä 


} 


| Corry Mac ROD entern. : 
C Ma, The gude time o'day. to you, gude Naiſter 


Mortimer. 

Mort. Well, Colin, what's the news at your bobfet 

Colin. Nay, no great ſpell of news, gude faith; a“ 
things with us gang on after the auld ſort, I'm weary of 
my life amongſt em; the murrain take 'em all, fic 4 
family of free-booters, Maiſter Mortimer; an I ſpeak a 
word to em. or preach up a little needial ceconomy, 
hoot ! the whole clan is up io arms. I may ſpeak it in 
your ear, an' the de'el himſell was to turn houſe-keeper, 
he coud na”? pitch upon a fitter ſet; - fellows of all 
trades, countries and occupations ; a r:gamuflin crew j - 
the very refuſe of the mob, that/'canna'"co.unt paſt twa 
generations without a gibbet in their ſcutckeon... -. 

Mort. Ay, Colin, thiags are miſcrably chang*d fince 


your old maſter. died, 


Colin. Ah, Maiſter Mortimer it raed my heart drop 


blade to think how much gude counſel I ha' caſt away 


upon 
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upon my Laird; ifaith I hanna” ſtinted him o chat; 1 
gi'ed him rules and maxims of gude huſbandry in 6nd 
ty; but a' in vain ; the dice ha! deafen'd bin. 

Mar. Yes, and deſtroy d; his head, heart, happineſs 
are gone to ruin ; the. leaſt a Eameſter aber is his 
my | 

Colin. Ecod 40 that's no brille in his Ute: laſt | 

night's perſormances made no ſmall hole i in that: ES 
» 3 Whence learn you that ? | EL 

Colin. From little Napthali of St Mary Ader nen 5 
man borrows money of a Jew, tis a preſumption no 
Chriſtian can be found to lend him any. 

Mort. Is your Lord driven to ſach wretched ſhifts ? ? 

Colin. Hoot! know you not that every loſing pame- 
ſter has his Jew? He is your only Doctor in a deſperate 


Ca; when the regulars have brought you'to | Death's 


the quack is invited to uſher you in. 


. 


* Mori. 'Your Jew, Colin, in the preſent caſe, kuren 


mort of the lawyer than the doctor; for I rake it he 
Sk you ſign and ſeal as long as you have effects. 
Colin. You've hit the nail o the View; my Laird will 
gn to any thing; there's bonds, and blanks, -and bar- 
gains, and promiſary notes, and a damn*d fight of rogue- 
ries, depend on't. Ecod he had a bundle for his breck- 
faſt, as big as little Napthali coud carry ; 1 woufd it 
had braken his bock; and yet he is na' half the knave of 
yon fat fellow upon Fiſh-{treet Hill. * 
Mort. Bridgemore, you mean. 
Colin. Ay, ay, he's at the bottom of the « plot; this 
little Hebrew's only his jackall. | 
Mort. 1 * ee you; Bridgemore, under cover of 
this Jew, has been playing the uſurer with Lord Abber- 


ville, and means to pay his daughters portion in parch- | 


ment; this muſt be prevented. 
Colin. You my ſpare your pains for that ; ; the match 


is off. 


Co/in. Troth, Maiſter Montimer I canna' ſatisfy you 
on that head; but yeſternight the job was done; me- 
thouglit che buſineſs never had à JO alpect from the 
firſt, | 


S Jagy, age 


Mort. Hey-day, friend Colin, what has pat off chat! 


* , 5 «2 ' Wy 7 ; — 
13 „ d | Morte: * 


a} is 


een D 
* Mort. Well, as my Lord has gut rd of di 1 ch 


he well ſpare her fortune. 5 
| | Cole. Otzooks, but that's no 'reaſbn hs bon loſs 


* 


ö o un. 
J bay Thar, Colin, may be paſt my power to finder} 
7 et even that hall be arm Sexo? find out the Jew that 
1 Fridgemore has employ'd, and bring, him hicher, if vou 
f can. 

Colin. Let me alone for that; there never was a Jew 
? ſince Samſpn's time that Colin cou'd na* deal with; an? 
) he hangs bock, and will na” follow Kindly, troth, I'II 
7 lag him to you by the ears; ay, will I, and his NMaiſter 
the fat fellow into the bargain. __ 5 
. ort. No, no, leave me to deal with Bildgeniore . 
e PII ſcare away that cormorant; if the fon of m noble 2 
$ friend will be undone, it never ſhall be ſaid he fell with- 
- put an effort on my part to fave him. Exit. 
5 ag By Heaven you ſpeak that like a noble Gentle; | 


Ah, Maiſter Mortimer, in England, he that 
rand money, wants every thing ; in Scotland now. few 
have 1 it, bat every one can do without it. | [Exit Colin, 


5 4. Apartment i in Brinctnenk- 8 Houſe. ; 
BaiDGEMoRE and Ds. Davio 


Bridge. But what Is all tliis to me, Doctor 1 While 1 
es a good houſe. over my head, what care I if the 
Pyramids of Egypt were ſunk into the earth! F Lange, : 
thank Heaven, will ſerve my turn. | 

Dr Druid. Ay, ay, look ye, 1 never aid 1 it wasn' 4 
coot enough for them that live i in it. a 

Bridge. Good enough! why what is. like it ? where 
kan you * ſo well? 

Dr Druid. No where, cogt truth, tis all rs ſhops 
and putchers ſhambles ; your very ſtreets have ſavoury 
names; your Poultry, your Pye- corner, and Pudding- 
lane, your Bacon ally, ant Fiſh-ſtreet Hill bere; o' m 
oord, the Map of London, would furniſh; out an admi- 
rable pill of fare for a Lord -Mayor's dinner. | 
Bridge. Well, Doctor, I'm contented with Fiſh- ſtreet. ; 
Hill; you may go ſeck for lodgings * in the ruins 
of Palmyra. 


c . Dr Droid 
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Dr. Druid. Ruins indeed! what, are all your new | 

buildings, up and down yonder, 7 ruins? Improve 
vyour town a little further, and you'll. drive every man 
of ſenſe out of it; pleſs us, and ſave us, bye and bye 
not a monument of antiquity will be left in from 
London- ſtone to Weſtminſter-hall. : 
t Bridge. And if the e jap of paving would 
mend the ſtreets with one, and prefent t'other as a nu- 
ſance, bone-ſetters and nee would be the- ouly Peo- 
ple to complain. EY 

Dr Druid. Down with 'em ths at once, EE with 
every. thing noble and venerable and antient amongſt 
you ; turn the Tower of London into a Pantheon, make 
a new Adelphi- of the Savoy, and bid adieu to all ages 
but your own; you will then be no more in the way of 
deriving dignity from your progenitors, than you are of 
tranſmitting it to your poſterity. 

Bridge. Well, Doctor, well, leave me my opinion and 
keep your own ; you've a veneration for ruſt and cob- 
webs, I am for bruſhing them off wherever I meet them; 
we are for furniſhing our ſhops and warehouſes with 

good profitable commodities ; you are for ſtoring 'em 
with all the-monſters of the creation: I much doubt if we 
cou'd ſerve you with a dried rattleſnakey or a ſtuft alli- 
gator, in all the purlieus of Fiſh-ſtreet Hill. 

Dr Druid. A ſtuft alligator! a ſtuft alderman wou ay 
be ſooner had. | 

Bridge. May be ſo, and let me tell you an tina 
is as much to ſeek in the city of London, as an alderman 
wou' d be in the ruins of Herculaneum; every man after 

his own way, that's my maxim: you are for the paltry t 
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ore; I am for the pure gold; I dare be ſworn now, you n 
| are as mich at home amongſt the ſnakes and ſerpents 8 
| at Don Saltero' s as I am with the Jews and jobbers at F 
Ul onathan's. _ 5 
1 Dr Druid. Coot truth, Mr Pridgemore, tis hard to * 
| | fay which collection is the moſt harmleſs of the two. of 
mw - ob 1:6; Mas BaiDGEMORE enters. + 
| | I'm out of patience with you, Mr Bridgemore, to ſee 3 
| . ſtir no bridker in 2 this buſineſs ; with ſuch a ſtorni 25 


abo ut 


* oh . EY : 4 


"A" 0 MED 5 
45505 yonr ears, you ſtand as idle as a Dutch ſailor i in 4 


e 


trade wind... -:-- - | | 
B-i1ge. Truly, love, till von come in, 1 heard no- 


thing of the ſtorm. 


MB idge. Recollet the miſadyenture of laſt ni he; 
the wickedneſs of that ſtrumpet you' have harboured in 
your hoaſe.; that viper, which wau'd never haye had 
ſtr ength to ſting, hadn't you warm'd' it in your boſom; 

Dr Druid. F aith and troth now, I hav” nt heard better 
eng from an ooman this many 4 day; you ſhall 
know Mr Pridgemore, the viperous ſpecies love warmth; 
their ſting, look ye, is then more venomous; but draw 
their teeth, and they are harmleſs reptiles ; the conjurors 
in Perſia play a thouſand fancies and fagaries with em. 
Bridge. But I'm no Perſian, Doctor. | 

Mrs Bride. No, nor conjuror neither ; you wou'd not 
elſe have been the dupe thus of a paltry girl. 

Dr Druid. A. girl, indeed; Why all the European 
world are made the dupes of girls; the Aſiatics are 


more wiſe; ſaving your preſence now, I've ſeen a Tur- 
kiſh Pacha or a Tartar Chan rule threeſcore, ay, three 
hundred wives, with inſmite more eaſe and quiet, than | 


you can manage one. 

Mrs Bridge. Manage your butterflies, your bers ind 
beetles, and leave the government of wives to thoſe who 
have em-: we ſtand on Britiſh ground as Well as onr 
huſbands ; Magna Charta is big enough for us both; our 


bill of divorce is a full match for their bill of rights at 


any time: we have our Commons, Doctor, as well as 


the men, and T believe our privileges are as well 
manag'd here at St Paul S, as theirs are. ee at St 


Stephen's. 


Dr Druid. Your privileges, Mrs Pridgenbre, are not 
to be diſputed by any in this company; and if Miſs is as 


well inſtructed in her's, I with my Lord Abbery ile joy 
of lis releaſe; that's al.. „ 4 


LUCIND A. enters. 
What did the fellow ſay ? who ſent that old mummy 
Micher! 3 ; 


Ride] He came upon a qualſying meſſage from 
Lord Abberville, as I believe; but *tis ſuch an extrava- 
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gant old blade, he £0 ot ainongſt the Pyramids of Egypt, 


efore he cauld well bring it out. 

Mrs Bridge, I wou'd. — was there; and his pupil with 
him: don't you ſee what a condition our poor girl is 
thrown into? 
Luc. I into a condition No; they ſhall never have 
to ſay they threw me into a condition : 1 my be angry, 
but I ſcorn to own Pm diſappointed. 

Bridge. That's right, child, ſure there are more men 
in the world, beſides Lord Abberville. | 
, Law, papa! your ideas are ſo groſs, as if 1 
car'd for any of the ſex, if he hadn'r ſingled her out 


from all women kind; but it was ever "a ſhe's born 


to be my evil genius ; ſure the men are mad—Tyrrel, 
Lord Abbervitie—one touch'd my heart, the other 


Non my pride. 


Bridge. Why, ay, there 3s a fine eſtate, a noble title, 
eat connections, powerful intereſt. _ 
Luo. Revenge is worth them all; drive her but out 
of doors, and marry me to a convent. 
Bridge. But let us keep ſome ſhew of juſtice ; ; this 
may be all a frolic of Pa. Abberville's ; the girl, per- 
75 is innocent. 
Luc. How can that be, when I am Miferable | 
Mr. Bridge. Come, ſhe's been ſuffer'd in your houſe 
too long; had 1 been miſtreſs, ſhe ſhou'd have quitted 
it 11 — 5 upon the inſtant: wou' d the had never en- 
tered it. ia 
Bridge. There you FOE. a bad with, Mrs Bridgemore; 


| ſhe has proved the beſt feather in my wing; but call her 


down; go, danghter, call her down. 
Luc. Pl ſend her to you; nothing ſhall prevail with 


me to ſpeak to her, or look upon the odious creature 
more. „ A. 


Mrs Bridge. What is it you are always hinting at 
about this girl? ſhe's the beſt feather in your wing. 


Explain yourſelf. 


Bridge. 1 can't; you muſt excuſe me ; tis better you 


hou d never. know of it. | 
Mr Bridge. Why, where's the fear ; what can n you 


have to dread from a deſtitute girl 4 without father, and 
without friend! SEE 
'B r 1 det A 


wy w bw CT buy 


you. 


ey ITY O. M E D F. — 29 


Bridge. But is | he really without father? was I once 
well aſfured of that—But buſh ! my age 8 here 
Wer where's Miſs Aubrey ? * 


LucinDa enters follewed hy a dd sæavaur. 


Luc. The bird is flown. _ 

Bridge. Hey - day, gone off! : 

Mrs Bridge. That's flat. conviction. 
Bridge. What have you there? a letter? 
Luc. She found it on her table. | 3 
Bridge. Read it, Lucy. „ 
Luc. I beg to be excuſed, Sir; 1 dot chuſe to touch 


1 
Fan I 


* 


her naſty ſcrawl. 


Bite Wall then, let's ſee; ; 1n read i it myſelſ. 
0 Reads. RH 


* Sir, Since neither Lord Abberville's teſtimony, nor 
« my moſt ſolemn proteſtations can prevail With you to 
« believe me innocent, I prevent Miſs Bridgemore 8 
« threaten'd difmiſſion by withdrawing myſelf for ever 
« from your family: how the , worldewill receive a de- 
« ſtitute defenceleſs orphan'I am now to prove; 1 enter 
« on my trial without any armour but my innocence ;. 
which, though inſufficient to ſecure to me the conti- 
© mance of your confidence, will, by the favour of 
6 Providence, Ny J hope, to ſupport! me under the: 
© Joſs of it.. 3 Augults, ade we 
80 ſhe's eloped.- ; 

Mrs Bridge. Ay, this is lucky; there's. an end of 
he; : this makes it her own act and deed; give me the: 


yrs go, you need not wait, (to the ſervant.) - orxect 


Serv. Madam! 


Luc. Don't you hear ? EL the x room. 1 
Serv. Pray don't be angry; 1 beg to * a word to 


Luc. Go, go; another time; ; I'm busy. a 
Serv. I've done a wicked thing, and if I . dife. 


charge my heart, 'twill break, it is ſo full. 


Mrs Bridge. What have you done? ſpeak | out. 
Serv. Why I have been the means of ruining an in- ; 


nocent perſon, for ſuch Miſs Aubrey | 18. 


Bridge. Herero 
= C 3: . Serv. 
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Serv. Twas I that brought Lord Abberville laſt night 


into her chamber, unkffown to her; I thou ght it was a 
little frolic to ſurpriſe her; but when I heard her 
1 I was alarmed, and ran and liſtened at the door, 13 
Luc. Well, and what.-then? | 2 
Serv. Why then I heard her chide hes: and deſire s 
him to be gone; yes, and but juſt before you came up ] 
ſtairs, I heard the poor young Lady reproach him bit- 3 
terly for his baſeneſs in making love to her, when he 2 
was engaged to you, Madam: indeed, ſhe is as inno- * 
cent as the babe unborn. | 
Luc. Go your way for a ſimpleton, and ax ne more I 
about the matter. 7 
Serv. To be ſure I was a ſimpleton to do as I did; 5 
but I ſhou'd never furvive. it, if any miſchief was to fol. of 
Jow. | LE xit. | 
Bridge. What's to be FEES mw. #.-: F 
Mrs Bridge. What's to be done ? why Iet 4 take il ' 
ber courſe ; guilty or not, what matters it, if every bo 


man who offers for your daughter, is to turn aſide and 
follow after her 
Luc. True, where's the woman 5 can pardon chat! 
8 had fhe been really criminal, I cou'd have en- 
dur'd her better, for then 1 had had one qualification, 
« which ſhe wanted; now ſhe piques me every way. 


A SErRvanT enters and ſprats. 
Lord Abberville, Madam, deſires to be admitted to ta 
2 word to you. 

Luc. Who? Lord Abber ville? 

Mrs Bridge. Oh, by all means admit him ; now, 
Lucy, ſhow yourſelf a woman of ſpirit ; receive him, 
meet his inſulting viſit with becoming contempt: Come, 
: Bridgemare, let us leave them to themfelves. 

[Exeunt Mr and Mrs BRI DGENMHORE. 


Lic. Ahem, now, pride, ſupport me! 


Lon A3RERVILLUE enters to- Hor. 
. & a 4. Miſs Bridgemore, your moſt obedient ; 1 | 
'  **xome, Madam, on a penitential errand, to apologize to 
ou and Mifs Aubrey for the ridiculous ſuation in why 

4 was furpriſed laſf night. 7 
Lac. Cool, cal) ville (a/ a). 


L. Av. 


RF T N 22 93 e 2 WWW 1 
= 33 R 8 TS ; 7 25 A 2 SS a Eg e 
{ Fg 4 CITY W * M7 3 3 N . 1 © py II 2 N c ; 
4 * | > 7 84 wx « " I "I 2 * # 1 wing, hy X-255 
F * \ 8233 


„ 


EX 7 ONF- c O M RE D V. 221 

1. Ab. I dare ſay you laugh'd moſt n after 1. 
was gone. 

Luc. Moſt incontinently- incomparable base (af ue, 

I. Aob. Well, I forgive you; twas ridiculous enough: 
a fooliſh frolick, but abſolutely harmleſs be aſſured: I'm 
glad to find you no longer ſerious about it—But where © 
Miſs Aubrey, pray ? - 


Luc. You'll find . probably at your own door, the s 
| gone from hence. 


Servant enters and ſpecks 

Mr Tyrrel; Madam. 

Luc. Show him in, pray—My Lord, you' ve no . 
jection. : 

L. Abb. None in life; I know him intimately ; but 
if you pleaſe, I'll take my leave; you may have buſi- 
neſs Curſe on't, he is the Lady's lover. (aſide. 

Luc. Nay, I inſiſt upon your ſtaying— Now malice 
ſtand my friend: Good mdrning to You, Sir, vou re 
welcome to town. 


1 F : R hag nh 74 

- Trans err. = 31 
' Tyr. I thank yon am wrong 1. beliexe ;. your ſer- 
vant ſhould not have ſhewn 1 me in here: tis with n 
Aubrey I requeſt to ſpeak. | 
Luc. Lord Abbermille, you can | Arect Mr Tyrrel to 
Miſs Aubrey : ſhe has leit thi this family, Sir. g 

Tyr. Madam My Lord——I Th to 41001 


. t underſtand  ' 
% KL. ib Nor I, upon my foul : was ever any thing 
M malicious! 3 a fide. 


Luc. My Lord, why don't you ſpeak ? Mr * yrrel 
may have 3 buſineſs with -Mifs Aube). 
L. Abb. Why do you refer to me? How ſhou'd I 
know any ing of Miſs Aubrey ? 
Tuc. Nay, I aſk pardon; perhaps Mr Ty rrel's Was 
2 mere viſit of compliment. 
Tyr. Excufe me, Madam; I confeſs iwas an errand 
of the molt ſerious ſort. | 


d Luc. Then it's cruel net to tell h m n you ve 
t plac 'd her. - | 8 | 


Je. Plac'd her! 3 
5 1 Ab. 


32 THE FASHIONABLE LOVER: 


L. Ab. Ay, plac'd her indeed? For Heaven's An 
what are you about? . 
Luc. Nay, I have done, my Lord; but after laſt 
night s fatal diſcovery, 1 conceived you wou'd no longer 
et any privacy as to your ſituation with Miſs 7 Aubrey, 
Tyr. What did you diſcover laſt night, Madam, tell 
me; I have an intereſt in the queſtion. 
Luc. I'm ſorry for't, for then you'll not be pleas'd 
to hear that ſhe admits Lord Abberville, by night, into 
her bed-room:; locks kim up in it, and on detection the 
next morning, openly avows her guilt, by eloping to 
her gallant. 
Dr. What de I hear 4 My Lord, my Lord, if this 
is true 
I. Ab. What then ? | hat if it 187 3 1 account 
to you? who makes you my inquiſitor? 
Dr. Juſtice, humanity, and that controul which vir- 
tue gives me over it's oppoſers: if more you wou'd, 
with anguiſh 1 confeſs my heart unhappily was plac'd 
on her whom you: have ruin d; now you 11 not diſpute 
my right. 4 
L. Abb. This is no Hh to ogy your OO J ſhall 
4 be found at home. 
Tyr. I'll wait upon you there. [Exit Tyrrel. 
IL. Ab. Do ſo—your ſervant——Miſs Bridgemore, 
J am infinitely your: debtor for this agreeable viſit ; I 
leave you to the enjoyment of your many amiable vir- 
tues, and the pleaſing contemplation of what may pro- 
- bably enſue from the. interview you have r for 
me with Mr Tyrrel. | Exit. 
Luc. Ha, ha, ha! I muſt be leſs or more than wor: 
man 4 if I For not reliſh this retaliation. 


2 | oy 3 , 


— 


1 


END or THE SECOND Act. 


& W n e 
5 III. 
The Street, with a diſtant View of « 4 Square 


8 alone. 


, Colin, thou'rt a prodig al; a thriftleſs loon 
TY thou'ſt been, that cou'd na keep a little pelf to 
thyſall when thou had'ſt got it; now thou may'ſt gang 
in this poor geer to thy live's end, and worſe too for 
aught I can tell; faith, mon, twas a-ſmeart little by- 
ſack of mone thoa had{t ſcrap'd together, an the beſt 
2 of it had na' been laft amongſt thy kinsfolk, in the 
les of Skey and Mull; muckle gude may it 'do the 
meams of them that ha it! There was Jamie MacGregor 
and Sawney Mac Nab, and the two braw lads of Kin- 
ruddin, with old Charley MacDoagall, my mother s firſt 
huſband's ſecond couſm: by my ſaul I cou'd na fee ſuch 
near relations, and gentlemen. of ſic auncient fam lies 
ang upon bare feet, while I rode a horſeback : I had 
en na true Scot, an J could na ge'en a countryman a 


gude laft upon occaſion (4s he 74 going out, * Aubr id — 


enters.) 

Aug, That houſe is Mr Mortimer s; and yet I can't 
reſolve to go to it: to appeal to Tyrrel } is a dangerous 
ſtep; it plunges him again in my unproſperous con- 
cerns, and puts his life a ſecond time in danger; ſtill, 
fill I know not how to let him think me guilty : 
wretched, unfriended creature that I am, hat ſhall I 
do | ? (as ſhe is going out, Colin advances.) 

Colin. Haud a bits lailie, von- that are bevailing ; 
what s your malady ! 

Ag. Sir Did you ſpeak to me . 
Colin. Troth, did I; I were loth to let © ation paſk 
beſide me, and not aſk it what it ail d. 

Ag. Do you kyow me then? | 

Coin. What need have I to know you? An you can 
put me in the way to help you, isn't that enough! 

Aug. I thank you: if [ have your pity, that is _ 
my caſe admits of. | 
Colin, Wha can tell that? I may be better chan 1 

ſeem 


; Ht 
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ſeem: as ſorry a figare as I cat, I have as gude blude 
in my veins, and as free of it too, as any Breton in the 
londe ; troth, an you be of my — Madam, you 
may have heard as much. 

A.. I do not queſtion it; but I am not of Scotland, 


Colin. Well, well, an' if you. had. the de'il a bit the 


worſe ſhou'd I na- lik d yon for it; bat it was. not your 
lot; we did na' make ourſalls; paradiſe itſal wou'd na- 
hald all mankind, nor Scotland neither; and let me tell 


you, there's na braver or more auncient people underneath | 


Heaven's canopy ; no, nor a nation of the terreſtrial 
globe wha have more love and charity for one another; 
Ang. Well, Sir, you ſeem to with to do me ſervice : 


Ive a letter here; 1 cannot well deliver it myſelf; if | 
you are of this nei ighbourhood, perhaps: uo know the 


'houſe of Mortimer. 
Colin. Hoot ! hoot ! 1 ken him well ; 
thence birt now. 
Ag. Will you take E of mis, and give it as di- 
recte- ? The Gentleman will be found at Mr Mortimer's. 
Colin. To Francis T yrrel, Eſquire: Ah! an tis 
Abereshouts you point, gadzooks, your labour's loſt; 
you may evn wear the willow as they ſay, for by my 
troth he'll play the oon wi' uu. 5 
Ang. Is that his character? 5 


I Colin. No; 3 but he canna well be true to twa at the 


ſame time. 
6 Aug. His heart 8 engag d it ſeems: what | is the Lady's $ 


name ? 


: Colin. Woe worth her- 1 I canna” ett it 


now; an it had been a Scottiſh name, I ſhou'd na let it 
lip ſo ; ; but I've no mighty memory for your Engliſh 
callings ; ; they do na dwell upon my tongue: out on ; of 

tis with a grete fat lubber yonder in the city that ſhe 


'dwells ;. a fellow with a paunch below his gullet, like 


the poke of a pelican; and now I call to mind, tis Au- 


brey is her name; ay, ay, tis Aubrey; ſhe's the happy 


5 woman. = 


Aug. Is he the happy woman ? well, Sir, if you 1 
deliver that letter into Mr Tyrrel's hands ; ; there is no 
treaſon in it againſt dai Ae ; the herſelf 15 privy: 


C olith | 


to the contents. 


1 came fro | 
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Colin. Ko need. na doubt 8 I! fb al} Longo it to kim 
] were a ſorry child an' I cou'd grudge - oa that: where 
fall 1 bring his anſwer? 3 5 wp tereth 

Ang. It, requires none. WE. * 

Colin. But an he craves to know your houſe, where 
mun I fay you. dwell. 3 | 
Agg. lhave no houſe, no home, no father, friend or 
refuge, in this world; nor do J at this moment, fainting 

as I am with affliction and fatigue, know Whoſe to nd 
2 | hoſpitable door. 3 8 

Colin. Come with me then, and I will ſhow: you one; 
ah! woe is me, we hanna' all cold hearts, that. occupy 
cold climates; I were a graceleſs loon indeed, when 
Providence ha' done ſo much for me, an! I cou'd nor 
pay bock a little to a fellow creature. 

Aug. Who you may be I know not, but that ſenti: E || 
ment perſwades me I may truſt you: know, in this, ' WM 
wretched perſon you behold her whom you think the en- 
vied, the belov d Miſs Aubrey. 

Colin. Miſs Aubrey! you Miſs Aubrey His preſence 
be about us! And has that grete fat fellow in the city - 

rn'd his bock upon you? Out on him, ugly hound, 
bis ſtomach be his grave! I cou d find in my heart to tick 
my dirk into his weam. _ 

Aug. Haye patiencs; 'tis not an Loud Abberville 7 
the ſource of my misfortunes. . 

Colin. Ah, woe the while - the more's | bis ſham, 1 14 
rather hear that he were dead. 

Aug. Do not miſtake affliction for diſgrace I'm in- 
nocent. 

Colin, I ſee it in 1 your face: wou'd 'F — fay | as. 
much of him. | 7007 barbaltt's 

Aug. You know him then. 

Colin, Ay, and lis fatlier afore blows Colin deo, 
my name. 

Arg, Colin Macleod ! Wor „ . 

Colin. What do you ſtart at? Troth there's no ſhame 
upon 't; tis nought a bit the worſe for my Wear; honeſty 
was a' my patrimony, and by my ſaul i hanna ſpent ic: 
1 ſerve Lord Abberville, but not nis vices. : BY 

Aug. I readily believe you; and to convince you of. 
i, vat me, 1 | beſcech Js „into ſome preſent ſhelter, ill 

the 
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the labour of my hands can keep me, and hold me chant 


but for a breathing ſpace, till I can rally my exhauſt 
ſpirits and learn to ſtruggle with the world. 
Colin. A 


- Macintoſh ; troth, tis a gudely omen and prognoſtic i 


the Macintoſhes and Macleods are a' of the ſame blood 


fra' long antiquity : had we ſearch'd a the town we 
eou'd na” find a better. (Knocks at the door.) Odzooks, 
fear nothing, damſel, an ſhe be a true Macintoſh, you 
need na doubt à welcome. (Mas MacinTOSH cores 1. 
the door.) Gude _ to you, Madam, is. Four name 
Macintoſh pray you? _ 0 

Me Mac. It is; what are your commands? 
Colin. Nay, haud a bit, gude child, we command 


nought ; but being, d'ye fee, a Scottiſh Kinſman of yours, 


Colin Macleod by name, 1 crave a lodgment in yout 
houſe for this poor laſſie.— Gude troth you need na 


uant at her ſo cloſely; there s nought to be ſuſpected; 


end tho' ſhe may na boaſt ſo long 2 pedi as you and 
21 yet for an Engliſh family, ſhe's of no deſpicable 


| houſe; and as for reputation, gade faith the lamb is not 
more innocent; reſpecting mine own fall I will na 


vaunt, but an' you've 9 an you need na gang 4 
mighty length to ſatisfy em; I'm no mpoltor. 

Mrs Mac. I ſee enough to ſatisfy me; ſhe is a 
beauty : pray, young Lady, pray Walk in; walk up ſtairs, 
you are ne, ane lackaday, you ſeem piteoufly 
Aatigu'd: 

Arg. ladend I want repoſe. 

Colin. Reſt you awhile ; In deliver your letter bY 
Dall on you anon. 

Aug. I thank you. | UF nters the hooſe 

Mrs Mac. Heavens, what a lovely girl. 

Colin. Haud you a bit, you've God this kindly, couſin 
n but we're na come a bagging, d' ye ſee; here, 
take this money in your honde, and let her want for 
nonglit. „ 

Me, Mac. You may depend upon my care. 


a 


Fe. Ay, ay, I. ken d 1 for a Macintoſh at once; 11 | 


Ay, will I by my ſaul, ſo Heaven gives life, ER 
woe betide the child that does you wrong! I be na 
ſmuthly ſpoken, but you ſhall find me true—And look; 
the firſt door that I caſt my ey'n upon, I ken the name of 
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am na' apt to be miſtaken i in any of your c: clan; and tis 

comely preſence that you have; troth tis the caſe with 
4 of you; the Macintoſhes are a very perſonable pe . 


Mrs Mac. 4 of my Scottiſh' couſins "I 
this new name of mine is. a moſt thriving invention; 
rare device to hook in cuſtomers; when I Was laid 
Nan Rawlins of St Martin's pariſh, fearce a yard of 
ferret cou'd I ſell to club a prentice's hair on a.Sunday 
morning ; now there's not a knight of the Thiftte that 
does not wear my green paduaſoy acroſs his ſhoulder, nor 
a Mac pafſes my ſhop who does not buy ſnuff and black 
fibband of his kinſwoman ; of ſuch, On em is it to 
have a good name in this world. 1 xit. 


A room in LoxD Avvenvicee' s houſe, 
Lond Aenne enters, followed by feveral ſervants. 


I. Ab. You are a moſt unreaſonable ſer of pentry 
truly; I have but one Scatchman in my family, and you 
are every one of you, cook, valet, 1 up in arms 
to drive him out of it. 

La. Jeu. And with reaſon, my Loid; Monſieur Colin 
is a grand financier, but he has a little of what we. call 
la maladie du pays; he is too ceconomique ; it is not for 
the credit of mi Lord Anglois to be too economigue, 

L. 4b. 1 think, La Jeuneſſe, I have been at ſome 
pains to put that out of diſpute; but get you gone alto- - 
gether, and ſend the fellow to me; I beg to be as'tir'd: 
of him as you ͤ are. (Fxeunt eve. Bf honelly i is 
my reproach ; theſe raſcals flatter while they rob mie: : 
it angers me that one, who'has no ſtake, no intereſt in 
my fortune, ſhould huſband it more frugally than I who 
am the owner and the ſufferer : in ſhort, he is tlie glaſs 
in which I ſee myſelf, and the reſſection tortures me 


4 my vices have deform'd me; gaming has made 4 waulef 
re, 335 
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8 £8. Well, is the ſavage coming}? h : 3 5 IS 8 8 
La Jer. He is only turning his cravat, my Lord, ab- >; 
will be here immediately. „ 

D L. 4b. 


_ 
« 
4 


would be a fit provider; *tis for the latitude of the 


| loyal than the one I ſtrike my honde upon. 
Well, Colin, let me hear no more of theſe complaints 


would be all the better. 
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L. Al. Leave me. (Exit Lejeune. COLIN enters,) N 
Come hither, Colin: what is this I hear of you? _ 
Colin. Saving your preſence I ſhou'd gueſs a pratty 2 
many lies; twill moſtly be the caſe when companions 
in office give characters one of another.. 

_ L. Abb. But what is he, whom nobody ſpeaks well I 4 
of? You are given up on all hands. a 
Colin. And ſo mult truth itſall, when the de' il turns 
. | 3 . 
I. 4b. You've been applauded for your bluntneſs; 
?tis no recommendation to me, Macleod ; nor ſhall [ 
port from all my family to accommodate your ſpleen : 
from the ſtable-boy to my own valet, there's not a 
domeſtic in this houſe gives you a good word. 

Colin. Nor ever will, till I prefer their intereſt to yours; 
hungry curs will bark ; but an' Four Lordſhip wou'd have 
us regale our friends below ſtairs, while you are feaſting 
your's above, gadzooks, I have a pratty many country- 
men in town, with batter appetites than purſes, will ap- 
plaud the regulation.  _ 
L. 4b. Tis for ſuch purſes and. ſuch appetites you 


- 


7 


Highlands, not for the meridian of London, your nar- 
row ſcale of economy is laid down. 

Colin. Oeconomy is no diſgrace ; tis batter living on 
a little, than outliving a grate deal. 1 
IL. Abb. Well, Sir, you may be honeſt, but you are 
troubleſome; my family are one and all in arms againſ 
you; and you muſt know, Colin Macleod, I've great ob- 
Jetion to a rebellion either in a family or ſtate, what- 
ever you and your countrymen-may think of the matter, 
Colin. My Lord, my Lord; when you have ſhad the 
blude of the offenders, it is na' generous to revive the 
offence: as for mine awn particular, Heaven be my 
Judge, the realm of England oes na' haud a heart more 


Docrox DRufp enters to them. 
L. Ab. So, Doctor, what's the news with you!— 


don't be ſo conſiderate of me and hark' e, if you 
not quite ſo parſimonious to yourſelf, your appearance 


Colis 


. 


* 


Colin. Troth, I'd be better habited, but I canna? - 


afford it. | | 3 a | 5 
IL. Abb. Aﬀord it, firrah? don't T know you have 
money enough, if you had but ſpirit to make uſe of it? 
Colin. True; but I fain wou'd keep a little together, 
d'ye ſee, leſt you ſhou'd not. O17 "ob, TON 
Dr Druid. Pleſſing upon us, how the man prates and 
prattles ! TwWas but this morning he was differing and 
difputing truly about pedigrees and antiquities,  tho* 1 
can count forty and four generations from the grand- 
mother of Saint Winifred, as regularly as a Monk can 
tell his beads. DE 
I. Ab. Leave your generations to the worms, 
Doctor, and tell me if you carried my meſſage to Bridge: 
more — But why do I aſk that? when I myſelf am 
come from putting the finiſhing hand to that treaty: and 
really if young women will keep companions, who are 
bandſomer than themſelves, they muſtn't wonder if their 
imeaysre ally, EEE 5 1” 
Dr Diuid. Ah my Lord Apperville, my Lord Apper- 
ville, you've ſomething there to anſwer for. 5 
I. Abb. Preach not, good ſixty-five, thy cold conti- 
nence to twenty-three ; the ſtays are in, my debt one 
lucky throw at leaſt ; let them beſtow Miſs Aubrey, and 
I'll cancel all that's paſt. (4 Servant delivers a letter) 
what have we here;—from Tyrrel I ſuppoſe—no, tis 
from a more peaceable quarter; my commodious Mrs 
Macintoſh. (Reads) — © Chance has thrown in my way 
a girl,“ that quite echpſes your Miſs Somers; come to 
me without lofs of time, Teſt the bird ſhould be on 
* the wing.” —What ſhall I do? I have but little 
ſtomach to the buſinefs. Aubrey is my goddeſs, and *tis 
3 hereſy to follow any other. ( Another Servant 
enters.) | | |; 
Serv. My Lord, a perſon without ſays he comes with 
a recommendation from Sir Harry Gamble. - 
Li. 4354. What ſort of a perſon ? 
Serv. A little ugly fellow; 1 believe he's a Jew. 

L. 455. That's right, I had forgot; my Jew is fairly 
Jaded ; Sir Harry's probably is better trained; ſo let me 
lee him: who is in the antichanber? A 
| D 2 - | | 8 2 Serv. 
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Serv. There are ſeveral perſons waiting to ſpeak with 


your Lordikip ; they have called a great many times. 
„L. Abb. Ayi ay, they come for money, he alone comes 
with it; therefore conduct that little ugly fellow as you 
call bim to my cloſet, and bid thoſe other people call 
again. [ Fxit Servant.] Doctor, if any of my particularg 
re importunate to ſee me, don't let em Cove me 
here tell 'em I'm gone to Mrs Macintoſh s; they'll 
dw the place, and my buſineſs in it. [Exit 
Dr Druid. They may gueſs that without the gift of 
divination truly: Ah! this paſſion is the prejudice of 
education! he may thank France and Italy for this: ] 


would have carried him through Ingria, Eſthonia, and 


Livonia; through Moldavia, Beſlarabia, Bulgaria, 
Thrace; from the Gulph of Findland. to the Streights of 


the Dardanelles. Tis a chance if he bad ſeen a human 


ereature in the whole courſe of his travels. 


x — 


TYRREL enters to him. 


Hr. Doctor, forgive me this intruſion ; where is Lord 
Abberville ? his ſervants deny him to me, and I've buſi- 


neſs with him of a preſſing ſort. 


Dr Druid. Buſineſs indeed! . a | 
Tyr. Yes, buſineſs, Sir: I beg you to inform me 
where to find him. 1 : 
Dr Druid, I take it, Mr Tyrrel, you are one of his 
particulars, therefore I tell you he is gone to Mrs Mac 
intolh's; a commodious ſort of a pody, who follows one 


trade in her ſtop, and another in her parlour 


Tyr. Yes, yes, I know her well, and know his buf 
neſs; there. DE | FEY | 
Dr Druid. Pleaſure is all his buſineſs; I take for 
granted he · finds ſome gratification in his viſits there. 


yr. Yes, the gratification of a devil, the ꝓleaſure of 


defacing beauty and defpoiling innocence, of planting 
everlaſting miſery in the human heart for one licentious 
tranſitory joy; 'tis there he holds bis riots, thirher be 
gone to repeat his triumphs over my unkappy Aubrey, 
and confirm her in her ſhame. „ 
Dr Druid. Ay, 1 ſuppoſe Miſs Aubrey is the reigning 
J%%ñ .... Eo TI 
Te. Curs'd be his paſſions, wither'd be kis powers! 


A c & M R 0 
Oh, Sir, ſhe was an angel once :. ſuch was the graceful 
modeſty of her deportment, it ſcemed as if the chaftny, 
which now ſo many of her ſex throw from them, cen- 
| tered all with her. 85 

Dr Druid. I've told too mocks this lad's as mack 
he—well, Mr Tyrrel, I can ſay but little! in the caſe.; 
_-woman ad politics I never deal in; in other words. I 

abhor n and have no paſſion for the pillory. 

| 45 xt. 


ec OLIN enters. 


C olin. Gang your ait for an old: ſmoak dried piece of | 
goat” 8 fleſh. ( puts the door.) Now we're alone, young 
Gentleman, there's ſomething for your pole ate reading. 
(Delivers a letter.) 

Tyr. What do I ſee ? Miſs Aubrey“ band why does 
ſhe write to me? Diſtra&tion, how this racks my heart.! 

Colin. Ay, and mine too—ecod, it gave it ſike a pull, 
1 canna for the ſaul of me, get it bock into it's place 
again: gude truth, you'll find it but a melancholly tale. 

Tr. (reads) “ J am the martyr of an accident which 
« never will find credit; under this-ſtroke I can't con- 
« ceal a with that Mr Tyrrel would not give me up; 
but as his ſingle oppoſition to the world's reproach. 
might be as dangerous to him, as it mult be ineffectual: 
4 to me, I earneſtly adviſe. bim to forget the unfortu- 
nate Auguſta. ” What am ] to conclude ?. The paper 
looks like innocence, the words as ſoft as moſtedy cou d 
utter. — The martyr of an- accident! She calls it accident; 
why that's no crime. Alas! it might be accident, which 
threw temptation in her way, but voluntary guilr, which: 
B's to the tempter: of him ſhe makes no mention. 

ay, Sir, inform me; For haye ſeen this Lady— 1 

Colin. T have: : | AN 

r. Diſcours'd with her— | 3 

Colin. T have. 


Dr. In that diſcourſe 90 you. rerolles if ſhe named 
Lord Abberville ? 


vg Colin. I recolle& ſhe ſaid he was the ſource of ber 

; ne. | 
15! Jr. Ay, did flie ſay, ſo kk" 2 That's guilty bes: 
h, Lond doubt, "_ ; gy 1 
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Colin. Yourre right; it carries a damn'd guilty look: 

I woufd na take his fortune to father his faults. 

Tyr. Why you then give him up. Oh! ?tis too pal- 
Pable! But pray, did the herſclf give you this letter 
for me? 

Colin. With her own hondes; gude faith, the heart 
—0 35 you wou*d ha inalted to have ſeen the manner 
0 . 

Hr. That aggravates my torture! Where was it 
'you left her ? In what wretched habitation ? | 

Colin, Hoot! no diſparagement upon her habitation ; ; 
theres nought of wretchedneſs about it: odzooks ! ſhe's 
with a Lady of as gude a family !—But you mun be as 
cloſe as wax, d- ye 5 you munna mang the ſecret to 
my Laird. 

Tyr, Well, well, the place— 

Colin. Nay, tis. hard by ; a couſin's of mine own; a 
| comely courteous woman as you'd with to commune 
with ; one Mrs Macintoſh. 

Tyr. *Sdeath ! that confirms it! There, Sir, bring 
me no more letters: whether you're dupe or pandar in 
this buſineſs, I deſire never to be troubled more. [F xit. 

Colin. Hoot! what the fiend poſſefies you? What 
time o' the moon is this? The lads an errant bedlamite. 
There's miſchief in the wind; and this ſame Laird af 
mine is at the bottom of it: gadzooks, there goes 
Maiſter Mortimer; I'll tell a' the caſe, and take his 
counſel on the whole _ | [Exh 


Scene charges to Mrs MacinTosn's Horſe. 
Mrs Mac. Macixrosn and TyRREI. 


V., Mac. Well, Mr Tyrrel, if you muſt and will 
be heard, you muſt ; but pray be Rot, my time is pre- 
clous. 
Dr. So is my peace of mind : you've got a Lady i in 
your houſe has taken that from me I never ſhall recover. 
Mrs Mac. What is't you mean! What Lady have 1 
in my houſe ? 


"Tyr. Miſs Aubrey. TIE A 
Mrs Mac. Maſs Aubrey. Yo 1 miſt. ke; 1 . x hearl 


ihe name. | 5 | 
> 5 


- ol . 85 * 
43 4 ; ; 4 
nth 
: 3 
; : . * 4 a ; 


2 
4 tos 


1 c O M RE D u. 4 43 
Tyr. Come, you and I have long been friends: anſwer 
me truly, does not Lord Abberville viſit. a Lady here? 
Mrs Mac. Well, if he does, what then? 
Tyr. Why then that Ty as undone me; ſhe has 
broke my heart. 
Mrs Mac. Yes; but her name's not Aubrey ! my Lord 
calls her Somers. _ 
Tyr. Let my Lord call her what he will, coin what 
new name he pleaſes to elude my ſearch, ſtill T muſt ſee 
her. 
Mes Mac. Why you'r 're mad fare. to think of ſuch a 
thing; I thought you knew me better: violate a truſt ? 
No no, young man, that's not my principle ; you ſee 
no Lady here. Why, ſure, I've not maintained an 
| Sas character in the world. till now, to make 
away with it at laſt. 
yr. If you ſuſpeR me, * * be preſent | at our 
conference. | 
Mys Mac. Yes, and ſo have my Lord come in and 
catch us, and a tilting bout enſue betwixt you; no Mx 
\ Tyrrel, mine's a ſober well conducted family: I'Hl have 
no coroner's inqueſt come within my doors — Huſt, as 
1 live, here comes my Lord: dear Tyrrel, be adviſed, 
come along with me, and betake yourſelf out of his way. 
Tyr. No; I'll not ſeek a quarrel with Lord Abben- 


ville, but I cannot fly from him: go, go, and leave us 3 


to each other. Ex M. AG | 
1 - Lord ASBERVILLE enters. 
L. Abb. Tyrr el '— What brings you here! ? This is no 


place of meeing ; if you've any explanation to require 
upon Mif. Aubrey's account, come to my houſe: I an- 
ſwer nothing here. 

Tyr. My Lord, when I'm aflured Miſs Aubrey is in 
this Wr, and ſee you her viſitor, I can Interpres for 
myſelf. - 

I., 46b. Miſs Aubrey i in this houſe ! "You rave. 

Tyr. Come, tie in ain; your Scotchman 101d me ſo; ; 
your Mrs Macint ſh |.«rſ{elf (onfeſſed it 
„. Denk | fter , *rwou'd 5 9 hit, 
ſhould this be tru. 1 by be ſo (c.) 

Tyr. 
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Tyr. IF you. require more wit neſſes to what I To, 


here comes an indiſputable one, Miſs Aubrey herfelf, 


N. AvBREY enters. 


| Heh. Oh, Mr Tyrrel, this is generous indecd Lord 
Abberville here too ;—'tis what 1 dreaded. You have 


miſchief in your minds; but, I beſeech you, leave me to 


my misfortunes, nor caft away one thoughr upon a 


wretch like me. 


Tzr. Give me your anſwer firſt to theſe demands. 
Have you been wrong'd ? Have you an accufation to pre- 
fer againſt this Lord, or do you acquit kim, and ſubmit | 
with patience to your ſituation? 


Aug. I accuſe no one; I ſubmit with patience, 1 am 


content to be the only ſufferer in this buſineſs, and ear- 


neſtly intreat you to deſiſt from any altercation ws 


Lord Abberville on my account. 


.Tyr. I'm ſatisfied ; and ſhall religiouſly obey yout 


Lord Abberville, I aſk your pardon for this Interrupti- 
on; I never ſhall repeat it more. 


Aug. But are you going? 
Tyr.. For ever. Dangerous to behold you are; thers 
fore, before my fond my fooliſh heart relapſes into love, 


.F'1l ſeize the reſolution of the moment, and bid farewell 
to you for ever. X L xi. 


Aug. Aſtoniſhing! 
L. 4b. There, Madam, you perceive the love, the 


honour of that Gentleman. 
Ang. Cou'd J have Og: this of tin! Now I'm 


5 wretched. 


L. Abb. No, Madam, if my purſe; my perſon, my 
afliduous ardent love can fill the vacancy his falſchoo 
makes, you've had no loſs: dry up your tears, you ve 
yet a friend; ſmile only on my wiſhes. 


Aug. No, my Lord, no; you've made me wretchech 


ilty you ſhall never make me. 

L Aub. Inexorable girl, will nothing move? Then 
I've no longer any terms to Keep: call to mind where 
you are; in a houſe where I am maſter; furrounded by 
creatures whom I command; your cham] ion gives you 


up: reſiſtance is in vain; if you *refufe my favours; 


Madam, you. ihall ſeel my force: (Aan, hers). 


EEO Ry - O. M EF. 8 
. Log. What ist you mean, my Lord? ns at: 4 
| MokrIAER enters. b COIL 


Mort. Ay; hes is it you mean, my Lord! I | 
I. 4b. Mortimer | Ideath, what evil genius cons 
ducted you hither. * 

Mort. ( goes to the door.) New, my good friend, come 
in. (Coin enters.) This honeſt man was my conductor: 
while you, Lord Abberville, in a diſtinguiſh 'd rank are 
openly aſſaulting innocence, he, in his humble poſt is 
ſecretly ſupporting it. If you come under that de- 
ſcription, Madam, 1 am your defender; if not, 1 have 
no further buſineſs here. "Ti 

4g. Why ſhou d I urge my ipnocence? 1 am-unfor- 
tunate, Lm poor; your nephew, Sir, will tell vou that 
15 cauſe ſufficient for abandoning me. 

I. Abb. This grows too ſerious; I ſcorn. to ſteal that | 

from you half my fortune could not purchaſe, I believe 
you are as innocent as Heaven firſt form'd you; and to 
convince the world in what eſteem I hold your virtues, 
here, before Mortimer, I offer you my hand; and toy 
my title, rank and fortune, at your feet. 

Aug. No, there may be a legal proſtitute as well as 8 
licentious one; had you a world to give, after your bafe 
experiment, you cannot offer any thing that I ſhall take. 

| You may find others leſs exceptious ; but in a noble fas 
mee though {tripped , of fortune, there will _ 10 

ri 

5 L. Aob. I ſee my fate; I ſee a . in our 
heart too ſtrong for me to ſhake: 1 plainly perceive that 

Mr Tyrrel can offend with more impunity than I can 
however, Mortimer, you are a man of honour ; I reſign 
Miſs Aubrey into your hands for the preſent, and ſhall 
expect you will avail yourſelf of no unfair advantages 
over me. Macleod, I find: Miſs Aubrey is to thank 
you for this foalouable viſit of Mr Mortimer's. [Fxit. 

Mort. Come, Madam, you are now my ward ; Bridger 
more muſt ſtruggle hard to get you back again. 

Aug. Sir Mr Mortimer! You'll pardon me, but 
muſt ! think you ſerious ? If. what you now propoſe is 
meant in Kindneſs to me, I malt ſay the world ” not 

| one 


. * 
— 


i 
1 
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dore juſtice to your character : I have been taught to 
look upon you as no friend to our ſex in particular. 

Mort. Nor am I; your ſex have broke treaty with 
us, paſs'd the Funde betwint us, forc'd into our very 
taverns, and from being once the glory of my country 
are become it's ſhame. 

Aug. But all have not done this 

Mort. Nor am I then at enmity with all; a virtuous . 
individual i is of no ſex, no country. 

Colin. No country? Hoot! A true North Briton will 
3 up his virtue afore his country at any time. 

Aug. Yes, and I think it was a partiality to your 

country rather than to virtue, which determin d vou to 

your me into this houſe. 8 

Colin. De'il take me now td all my kindred with 
me, if I knew ought about the houſe, more than the 
name of Macintoſh upon the door. | 

Mort. Time will clear all things up: a general mif- 
<onception is gone forth; my nephew I perceive has 
Fallen under it. As for poor Colin, his deſign in bring - 
Ing you hither was more than innocent, depend upon it, 
it was noble; I have heard his ſtory, and at my requeſt 

he brings me here: commit yourſelf therefore to my 

| 225" and rely upon my juſtice. + 

Aug. How ſhall I anſwer you ? Your generoſity 0'er- 


whelms me. WI 
Mort. I generous! No, I am a meer voluptuary ; 1 no 
ſtudy luxury by principle, and am as ſenſual on the fide. -be 
of virtue, as Abberville, or any other faſhionable rake, For 
on that of vice.—Colin, you'll ſettle matters with your thi 
countrywoman, and come to us at my houſe. | Exe. ſoc 
Colin. My countrywoman ! The fiend a bit! I never toi 
will believe ſhe has a drop of Scottiſh blude in a' her He 
compoſition ; as I ſhall anſwer I never bluſh'd before for tur 
any of the name: there muſt be ſomething ſpurious in I x 


her genealogy : I'll have a little ſerious talk with her | 
on that; I've got the pedigree of the Macintoſhes at my 8 


fingers ends, and if there's e'er a flaw in her deſcent na 
twixt this and Noah, gadzooks, I'll. wager a hundred » 
pounds I prove her an n | 85 


END or THE * Acr. 


1 ©. Iv. 
Fiſh Nreet Po 1 9 5 


AUBREY alvide: 


"62 Bridgemore hasn't ſhifted his abode, that i is che 

houſe; 'twas there that eighteen years ago I loſt a 
wife, and left an infant daughter. All-diſpolingProvidence, 
who haſt ordain'd me to this hour, and thro' innumer- 
able toils and dangers led me back to this affecting ſpot, 
can it be wonder d at, if I approach it with an anxious 
- aching heart, uncertain as I am if I have {till a child or 
not? What ſhall I do? If my Auguſta's loſt, *twere better 
I ſhould never enter thoſe ill-omen'd 8 ; if ſhe ſur- 
vives, how ſhall I diſcloſe myſelf, and tell her ſhe has 
ſtill a father? Oh, that unknown and unperceiv'd, I 
could but catch a ſight of her, gaze till I'd gratified my 
longing, and till this throbbing might abate ! III 
watch the door till ſomebody comes out, that 1 may 
1 to. (Steps aſt de.) ; 


Corrn Macrkop entern. 
Colin. The murrain light upon. this Fiſh-ſtreet Hil, : 


wherever it may be: I wou'd it had na got its name for 
'nought, that I might fairly ſmall it out, for I am clear 
- bewalder'd. Johnny Grout's houſe wou'd as ſoon be 
found, as this ſame Bradgemore's. One cries turn o 
this honde, one o' that, and t'other ſtares and grins for- 
ſooth, becauſe I hanna got the modern gabble on my 
tongue, but ſpeak the language in its auncient purity. 
Hoot | this mon ſeems of a batter ſort, and peradven- 
ture wou'd concede an anſwer. Speed. you, Gentleman, 
I pray you whuch way leads to Fiſh ſtreet Hill. 

Alb. You are there already; this is Fiſh-{treet Hill. 
Colin. Gadzooks! and that's the reaſon I cou'd find it 
na where elſe. Ken you one Bradgemore's may I aſk? 

Aab. He had us'd to live in yonder houſe with the 
2 gates; but it is many years ſince I have been in 

_ | 
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Colin. I'faith, you need na' tell me that; I apprehend oy 


as much from your civility. 


Aub. Give me leave now in my turn to aſk you a few 


Wann 
Colin. With a' my heart; ; you have gude right ; you 
may interrogate me freely. 


Aub. You are acquainted with this —— | 


Colin. I am. 

Aub. And with his family 

Colin. I am. 

Aub. And what den it conſiſt of? 

Colin. Troth, of a ſpouſe and daughter, 
Aub. Are they . 


Colin, Ay, and enow in a' gude reaſon; the del, 


Sir, in his vengeance need na' add a third. 


Aub. But to be ſerious, tell me I beſeech you, do you 


know of no one elſe in Mr e s family. 


* 


Colin. Of none. 

Aub. What do I hear ? Pray recolle& yourſelf : you 
don't ſeem to know this houſe ; perhaps you are not 
well acquainted with his family. 

Colin. A' that he owns I know; what baſe-begotten 
brats he may haue ſcalking up and down in holes and 
corners, troth, I can't pretend to ſay. een city 
cattle ſometimes will break paſture. . 

Aub. You miſconceive me, honeſt friend; has nd 


young Lidy of the name of Aubrey come within yout 


knowledge ? 
Colin. Ay, ay, poor laſſie, ſhe once 1iv'd with Bradge- 
-more; the worſe luck her's, but that is over; ſhe has 


got her liberty ; ſhe's now releas'd: 


Aub. I underſtand you she is _ 
Colin. Dead ! Heaven forefend ! An you would give 


me time I wou'd ha' told you ſhe's whoa from yon 


fat fellow' s tyranny ; na more: out on him, filthy por- 


poſe, a' the bowels in his belly, tho' he has got gude 


Nore, dunna contain one grain of pity; troth, with his 


* will ſhe might ha ſtarv'd and periſh'd! in the ſtreets. 

Aub. What is it you tell me? In the ſame breath you 
bring my hopes to life and murder them again.—Starv'd 

in the ſtreets? I thought ſlie had an affluent fortune. 

Colin. In virtue, Sir, nonght elſe, and that will _ 
N 8 N . 

.. i { 


— 


1 e d M E x. 4 
paſs current for a dinner. Zooks, an I  myCall, by Hea- | 
ven's gade providence. had na ſtapt in upon the very 
nick of time, my life upon't ſhe had been loſt. 
A.. Come to my arms then, wholoe'er thou art, and : 
wander. not, for thou haſt ſavd my dau ghter. 

Colin, Daughter! Gadzooks, you make my heart jump. 
to my 5 1 for joy. Are you Miſs . 8 Facher #4 

Aab. Tam her father. | 
Colin. An if I'd found mine-awn I canta na' been 
more happy. Wall, wall, I hope you'll merit your 
gude fortune; by my fanl you've got an angel of a child 
But where have you been burried a the while ? for 
we bcliev'd you dead. 

Aub. You ſhall hear all my ſtory, but this is no fit 
place ta tell it in: ſatisfy me firſt if my poor child is 
"bole... © 

Colin, Fear nought, ſhe's ſafe with Maiſter Mortimer; 
1 laft her but this moment. 

Aub. Who is Mr Mortimer? 

Colin. Why, Maiſter Mortimer is one who does, 2 
thouſand noble acts without the credit of one; his tongue 
wounds and his heart makes whole; he muſt be known 
and not defcrib'd : an“ you will bait a-while in yonder 
tavern till I come from Brad, gemore's, I Pl accompany 
you to where your daughter is. | 
Aub. Agreed! 1 fear I:ve been jniſtaken' in this 
Bridgemore ; three q ears ago I conſign'd to him a cargo 
of great value from Scanderoon it he has robb'd me 
but til I've ſeen my daughter, 1'l] ſaſpend enquiry. 
Step with me into yonder tavern, there we'll concert the 
means of bringing Bridgemore to an interview at Mr 
Mortimer's. Come, wy good benefactor, how fortu- 
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5 nate was this meeting! I long to know, to whom I owe 
Et happineſs. | 1 [Excunt. | 
1 7 of Compting- Heal: babe t to Babs uon. | 

g : 


BuryGE MORE and NaPrHaALlt, | 
1 Bridge. And ſo, friend Na hali Lord Abberville 

i had another tumble. ba N | bus 
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50 THE PASHIONABLELOVE: 


Bridge. I'm glad on't ; this will wring his fine high | 


hamper'd carcaſe to the quick. 


 Napth. I'fait, he flings and winces ſo, I tremble Kt 


come near; he look as dark as India-ſtock upon a 
ſettling day. 

Bridge. Ay, ay, the Ties are little weapons, but they 
make deep wounds: what between thoſe that win and 
us that lend, he bleeds at both arms. Theſe are the 


bonds. 


Nah. Take em: this is a memorandum of the pre- 


mium- on five touſand, and this the private contract for 
extraordinary jutereſt. (Gives ſeveral papers.) | 
Bridge. Good, good, friend Napthali ! The bonds give 
legal intereſt, and this doubles it. There, there, lye by 
and breed (puts them by) ; but hark'e-me! Haſt brought 
the abſtract of the Cale of the Neptune's cargo? 

Napth. Aubrey's conſignment you mean. 

Bridge. The ſame; but mum ! That's between you 

and me: cloſe, cloſe, my little Napthali. 
__ Napth. A broker and betray his principal! That's not 
my vay ; there is no ſenſes in that. Here I have make 
out your account ; 'tis var coot bargain I have make con- 
ſs diamond is a drug. 

Bridge. Why this tells well; it mounts ; the raw filk 
was old gold ; the carpetting and cottons not amils; 
and whuh the rhubarb! 

Naph. Ah, Sir, but vat is that — Look at the coffee 

B-id7e. Politics account for that ; ; while news papers 
bear price, co fee will hold its own. This rupture with 
the Ruffians was in our favour here. 

Napth. . Ay, ay, a charming ſtroke : war is a var coot 

thing; and then the plague ; a bleſſed circumſtance, tank 
Heaven; a bleſſed circimſtance, coot 7 per cent. 
5 Bride. Let me ſee; al itogether ' tis a thamping ſum: 
It netted forty thouſand : where's the conſcience, Nap- 
thali, that woudn't {train a point for forty thoaſand 
pounds? 

Napth. Oh, *tis all fair in the way of trade; you 
cou d not ſtrike a jury out of Jonathan's that woudnt 
acquit ns” Well, Mr Bridgemore, any thing more in 
my vay ? 

_ Bridge. Nothing at preſent: Did you call at Lion 4 
N.pth , 


Horſe 


oh 


wull 
Mail 
na” ſc 
B. 
4:84 


roon, 


B 


a Cv} 


„ c O M E D v. = 
*"Napth. Odfo ! well recolleted! The Sea- horſe is ar- 
rived from Scanderoon, ſhe that had ſuch high inſurances 


on ber. 
Bridge. What d' ye hear? What paſſengers come in 
her! Is ſhe at Stangate Creek ? 
Nath. No, in the pool; ſhe brought clean bills of 


health from Legnorm. _ 
Bridge. Go, go; you have given me an agne'fit; the 


name of Scanderoon ſets all my teeth a chattering, (Exit. 
Napth.) Well, would it had been poſſible to have kept 
The Sea-horſe come at 


my ſecret from that fellow 
lat Why be it ſo.—What ails me; what poſſeſſes 


me? If the brings news of 1 s death, I'm a whole 


man; ay, and a warm one too. How - now; who's 8 


tere! ? 
Colin 8 — 


Colin. Cawdie Macleod, a ragged Highlander, ſo 
pleaſe you, a wratched galley under favour of your ra» 
verence, na better. 


Bridge. I recollect you now for one of my Lord Ab- 


berville's retinne Well, you have ſome enquires to 
make about Miſs Aubrey. 

Colin. Ecod, you are cloſe upon the mark. | 

Bridge. I gneſt as much; but ſhe is pour! —_—_ hence, 
and you may follow. 

Colin, Out on thee, ragamuffin; an I were not bound 


to ſecrecy, I'd gee thee: fic a pill ſhou'd lead that weam 


of thine the de' il a dance (aſide.) 
Bridge. No, Maſter Colin, your Scotch. policy will 
ſtand you in no ſtead this turn. 


Colin. Then l' forſwear my country Well, you 


wull na” have my meſiage then, I mun gang dock to 


Maiſter Mortimer, and tell the Turkiſh trader vou 
na' ſce him. 

Bridge.” Hold, hold, what trader os you pl of ? 

Collie: Of one that's com'd a peflanger from Scande- 
ron, aboard the what d' ye call the veſiel—the Sea- 
horſe I take it. 1 

Br age. What, Who! It is not Aubrey. 

Clin. G Gude faith, I wou'd it was. the mon is dead. 

ric e. Which man is dead; tie e or Aubrey ? 
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2 THE FASHIONABLE LOVER: 
Colin. Hoot! can't you think 'tis Aubrey ?— By your 


Teave; truth, awhile; you will na' take it much to heart, 


an I make uſe of falſchood, to detect itſall (aſſde.) 
Bridge. I'll go te Mr Mortimer's ; I'll go with all 
my heart. Give me your hand; I aſk your pardon 
heartily, my honeſt friend——and ſo he is dead you ſay 
+ you're ſure he is dead pray, what diſtemper did 
he die of? J)%%%ͤͤéĩ ùꝑ! 8 
Colin. When a mon's in his grave, what matters 
whuch diſtemper laid him there? p 
Bridge. That's true. that's true enough. Pray you 
fit down; I'll juſt run up and tell my wife and daugh- 
ter Zooks ſuppoſe I brought them with me; will 
they meet a welcome think you? N 
Colin. Ay, fic a one as you don't look for, take my 
word. . : ” . 
Bridge. I'm a new man; I walk upon the air. 
1 [Exit haſtily. 
Colin. Ecod, the project taxes; I drew for the cock 
bird, and have taken the whole covey. TE. 


| NarpTHALT enters haſiily. 


.. Napth. Odds my life, Mr Bridgemore, I forgot 
Who's there? —that devil Scotchman. 
Colin. Hold, hold, friend Napthali ; you and J mun- 
ha part; you muſt keep pace wi me to Maiſter Mor. 
timer's. _ ee : | 
Napth. To Mr Mortimer's? Impoſſible: why I muſt 
be at Bank, Sir, I muſt be at Jonathan's : I've forty 
| bargains to ſettle, I ſhall have half the Coffee-Houſe on 
my back. Wou'd you make me a lame duck ? | 
Colin. Duck, or no duck, ecod, Sir, you muſt travel. 
| „„ [Drags bim oui. 


LUCINDA eters. 


Heyday ! T never ſaw the like before; I can't think 


what poſſeſſes my father; he's intoxicated; quite befide 
himſelf with this confirmation of Mr Aubrey's death; 
for my part, I derive no particular gratification from 


it; ſo that Auguſta had but one lover leſs, I care not if 


ſhe had forty fathers living: Tyrrel's the man of her 
heart, and in truth he is an object worthy any woman's 


preference: 


Ci 
pe 


Cons ha Eo OED: x. © he 

ference; if I cou'd draw him from her *twou'd be full 
retaliation. for Lord Abberville 11 go to Morti- 
mer s; tis an untoward viſit; but Pl go there. 


NE 


BRI CGEMORE enters to her. 


- Bridge, Come, buſtle, daughter, buſtle ; get your 
cloak on, the coach will be here immediately: but 
where's my Scotchman ? I forgot to aſk the ſtranger's 
ane . . [Exit e 5 


7 BaiDGEMORE enters, 


ms Brite. Where have yon hid yourſelf, my dear? 
Come, are you ready! ö Tour father's frantic with — 
patience. | 1 

Luc. 1 follow Fw 


dtd Aubrey, tis my turn. 
g [ Exeunt.. 


Changes to MoORTIMER's Library. 
 MoRTIMER and TyRREL. 


Io. Never tell me, you've acted like a giddy hot, 
young man; put a few hear-ſay cireumſtances together, 
ſhook em in an empty noddle, and ſo produced a com- 
Pound of nonſenſe and ſufpicion. 8 

. plainly ſee I've judg'd too haſtily. 

Mort. Judg'd! pooh, I wou'd not give à ruſh for 
ſuch a judge: a magpye in a cage, that chatters out 
whore to every woman that goes by, will be as often 

right as you, and judge as wiſely: never talk to me of 
judging others, till you've condemn'd yourſelf. 
Dr. I do condemn myſelf; and if Miſs Aubrey does 
not ſign my pardon, 1 am diſpoſed not only to condemn, 
but execute. | 

Mort. Away then, * throw yourſelf upon the mercy 
of che court; it is the fate of bunglers to be aſking par- 


| don. neg oor gp: nnd Tyrrel.. 
: „ 


: | of = Corin enters. 


ml Colin. Bleſs you, gude Maiſter Mortimer, 1 karna: 
if fepe in ydur commiſſion : yon fat fellow upon Fiſh-- 
er 8 any is on his march with bag and baggage. 


1's . 5 £ E. 3 Mort. 
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5 2 What mean you? Does he bring his wite with 
im? 

Colin. Troth does he, and his daughter too; the plot 
is thick'ning you mun know apace, and yon fame buz- 
zard canna ſpy it out. 

Mort. What plot is thick'ning ? 

Colin. Zooks, mon, you ſhall behold as pretty: a dif. 
covery, come the time, as ever your eyes look'd upon; 
but a' things in their courſe; I mun gang home the 
whilſt, but III be quickly bock again, d'ye ſee. 

Mort. Do ſo, my friend; and hark* e, tell your Lord 


J beg half an hour's converſation with him, when and 


where he pleaſes. 

Colin. I ſhall do that; but you mun know, while I 
was on my way, I croſs d upon a Gentleman of no vul- 
gar preſence, and conſidering he has ſojourned for a 
pretty many years with none but ſuch as we denominate 
barbarians, as courteous in his manners as your heart 
cou'd wiſh. 

Mort. Why that accounts for it. Well, what of him? 
Colin. With your leave, Maiſter Mortimer, he'll tell 
© you his own errand: troth, he wull'd me introduce him 
to you: he's without. 

Mort. Admit him. 

Colin. Gude faith, he has done that for himſall; he's 
not habituated to our ceremonies. Maiſter Mortimer, I 
pray Heaven take you to its holy keeping till 1 fee you 
an bu ms 


AUBREY enters to MorTIMER. 


Aub. Sir, your moſt humble ſervant. Con you for- 
ive the intruſion of a ſtranger ? 
Mort. A ſtranger, Sir, is welcome: 1 cannot always 
29% as much to an acquaintance. : 
Aub. I plainly ſee your experience of ma avkied by the 


value you put _ them. 

Mort. True, Sir; I've viſited the world fr am arc 
to ecliptic, as a ſurgeon does a hofpital, and find all men 
fick of ſome diſtemper; the impertinent part of mankind 
are ſo buſy, the buſy ſo impertircut, aud both ſo in- 


e addicted to ing. cheating and bþ-traying, that | 


their 


5 — 


VVV c 0 M E D El. 
their caſe is deſperate: no corruſive can eat deep gy 
to bottom the corruption. 
Aub. Well, Sir, with ſuch good ſtore of mental pro- 
viſion about you, you may {land out # ſege againſt 
| ſociety ; your books are EUPESLONY, you never can be 
-tir'd of. 
Mort. Why RE 7 their company is more tolerable, 
than that of their authors wou'd be; I can bear them on 
my ſhelves, tho' I ſliou'd be forry to ſee the impertinent 
puppies, who wrote them: however, Sir, I can quarret 
with my books too, when they offend my virtue or my 
reaſon. But l'm taking up your time; the honeſt 
| Scotchman, who announe'd you, told me you had fome- 
thing of 1 importance to communicate to me. 

Aub. I have: I'm told I am your debtor, and I came 
with a deſign to pay you down ſuch thanks as your he- 
nevolence well merits; but I perceive already you are 

one, whom great profeſſions wou'd annoy, whoſe prin- 
cipte 15 virtue, and whoſe retribution riſes from within. 

Mort. Pray, Sir, no more of this; if you have any 
thing to requeſt, propoſe it: I'd rather much be told 
what I may do for you, than reminded of What J may 
have done. 5 

Aub. I readily believe you, and according to your hu- 
mour will addreſs you: I own you may confer a benefit 
upon me; tis in your power, Mr Mortimer, to make 1 
me happieſt of all mankind. |; 

Mort. Give me your hand ; why now you ſpeak goo” 
ſenſe; T like this well: let us do good, Lir, and n 
talk about it: ſhow me but how I may give happh 
to you, with innocence to- my ſelf, and 1 ſhall b. 
perſon under obligation. Eb BEE 

Ab. This then it is; you have a young per 
your protection, a Lady of the name of Aubr 

Mort. I have.. a 0 

Aub. Reſign her to my « care. 

Mort.“ Sir | 

Aub. Put her into OY hands: I am rich, 
ſupport her. N 

. ort. Youre N or. r.groſsl; ignora 
18 I wou d betray a truſt, a ſacred iruil ; the * ; 
* | virtue; tis from wang 'tis from opprefli; 


* * 9 


aw, 2 


v a en” 


„ö % > > ere He 


— 


r 


* » Þ 
& i { 
W- , 
1 i : 
m4 

E $5 

= 1 
1 
7 : 
1 
F 
1 . 
It 
=. 

* © 
= | 
BS; 
. 

LA 1 . 
s | 
4 1 
1 

_ 
= / 

| 
| 
1 
1 
$ 
1 


| 
| 
| 
| 
10 
14 
| 
# | 
| 
: 
| 


I * 
—— ores —f—E — —ä — 


FP 


* 5 - 1 * 
a — — 
P A T1112 ¼—cg?n . —— a — = 


_ — = 
——  — — * , 


be 


36s THE FASHIONABLE LOVER: 
Miſs Aubrey—who are you, that think to make a traitor 


oct me? | | 
Aub. Your zeal does honour to you; yet if you per- 
ſill in it, and Cf pite of my proteſt hold out, you conſlan. 


cy will be no virtue; it muſt take another name. 


Mort. What other name, and why ? Throw. off your 


my ſtery, and tell me why. 


Aub. Becauſe — 

Mort. Ay, let us hear your 4 

Aub. Becauſe I am her father. 

Mort. Do I live? 

Aub. Yes. in my heart, while I have life or r memory; 


that dear injur'd girl, whom you ſo honourably protect, 


is my daughter. The overflowings of a father's heart 


bleſs and reward you! You whom I know not, and that 


poor Highlander, out of his ſmall pittance, have under 


Providence preſerv'd my child; whilſt Bridgemore, 
whom I rais'd from penury, and truſted with the earn- 
ings of my travel, has abandon'd and defrauded her. 


Mort. O mother Nature, thoa'lt compel me to for- 


| 2 thee. 


eil; I em more practiſed, and bekold it only with a 
H Colin and T have laid a little plot to draw this 
Bridgemore hither; he believes me dead, and thinks he 
to meet a perſon at your houſe, who can relate parti- 


1 5. Ah, Sir, you feel the villainy of man: in every 
1} 


lars of my death, in which cafe it is clear be means to 


ſink a cap ial conſignment I ſent him about three years 
nce, and turn my daughter on the world. 
Hort, Well, let him come; next to the ſatisfaction I 


in Le prot; erity. of an honeſt man, La am bet. 


: FUL, ute contuſion of a. raſcal. 
3 enters haſlily. 


g vucle, on my knees 
nought I was alone. 


wat had ycu to tell me in ſoch liſte? 


! a petit ion to prefer, on which my happt- 


7 VL PS 
481 * retire: 1 interrupt you. : 


Mort. 


what am I doing? 


Alert. By no means: "3 deſire you \ will not ſtir ; lex 

im make bis requeſt ; if it is not fit for you to bear, it 
is not fit for me to grant, | Speak out: nay, never he- 
fitate. 

T;r. What can I aſk of you but to confirmmy hopes, 
and make Miſs Aubrey mine? | 
Mot. Was ever the like heard? Pray whence do you 
derive pretenſions to Miſs Aubrey? T ell me in Preſence 
of this Gentleman. 

Tyr. Not from my own deſervi ings I confeſs ; yet if 

an ardent, firm, diſintereſted paſſion, ſanctified Shel 
© her conſent, can recommend me, I am not without 
ſome title. 

Mort. Look you thans now : this fellow you ſhall 
know, Sir, is my nephew; my ſiſter's ſon ; a child of 


- — 
. 


who are not worth a groat ?. - _ 
Dr. You have allowed me, Sir, to talk of loves 


conſent and gain'd it; as for my poverty, in that I glo- 
ry, for therein I reſemble her whom I adore; and I 
ſhou'd hope, though fortune has not favour'd us, we 
have not loſt our title to the rights of nature. 5 
'. Mort. Pooh ! the rights of nature! While you enjoy 
its rights, how will you both provide againſt its wants? 
Tyr. .Your bounty bitherto has let me feel no wants; 


WI ww 


to Providence, the world is not ſo ſcantily provided 
but it can give to honeſt induſtry a daily dinner. 


FP OD 


1 let him decide betwixt us. 
reaſon on his ſide; and was I he, I never wou'd conſent 


fortune Targe enough to keep you both. 

Hr. Theſe are your maxims I've no doubt ; they on- 
ly prove to me that you love money More than en. 
generoſity or honour, 


me be mace acquainted with ker, ard perhaps q may 
eome over to your ſentiments. 


Alort. Ah, Frank, go, ſetch your girl, ard let my 
| | | friend 


” 
% þ « : 
— — — res IE —-„-— 


_— 


fortune. Harke, with what face do you talk of love, 


—— Smœʒůͥꝝ 2 Üũ .I.ts 


openly, beneath your eye I have ſolicited Miſs Aubrey's 


and ſhou'd it be your pleaſure to withdraw it, thanks 


Mort. Fine words! But I'll appeal to chis good Ae. 
Aub. In truth, young gentleman, your uncle has good 


to Four alliance with Miſs Aubrey, till ſhe n a 


Aub. But is your Lady: in poſſeſſion of all theſe? Let 8 


— „„ 
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friend here fee her; I'm in earneſt. Upon my hononr, | 


nephew, till you've gain'd this Gentleman? s couſent, you 


never can have mine ; ſo go your ways and let us fee if 


you have intereſt enougiu 0 bring her hither. 
Tyr. Oh If my fate depends upon her looks, they 
muſt be iron hearts that can wirhſtand em. LExit. 
Aub. The manly and diſintereſted paſſion of this youth, 
while it poſſeſſes me ſtrongly in his favour, gives an aſ- 
ſurance of a virtuos conduct in my child; indeed, Sir, I 
am greatly taken with your nephew. 
Mort. Thank Heaven, the boy as yet has never made 


me blaſh ; and if he holds his courſe, he may take one 


half of my fortune now, and t'other at my death — But, 
- ſee, Sir, here your daughter comes. 


TyRREL introduces Miss Aurkkv. 


757 You are obeyed: you ſee the Lady, and you've 
nothing now to wonder at, but my preſumption. 
Aub. To wonder at! I do behold a wonder! »Tis 
her mother's image ! ! Gracious Providence, 8 55 is too 
much! 
p Mort. You will alarm her ; „ your diſorder is too vi- 
ible. | 


Aub. 1 cannot ſpeak to her ; ; 1 pray you let me hear 


her voice. 

Aug. Why am I ſent for” ? 18 | your uncle angry ? how 
have I offended ?— 
Aub. Huſh, huſh, ſhe ſpeaks; 'tis ſhe herſelf, it is my 


long loſt wiſe reftor'd and rais'd again. 


| Mort. Pooh! hat kad I to do to meddle with theſe 
matters ? 


es Why does that Gentlemen pd me ſo atten- 
tively ? His eyes oppreſs me; aſk him if he knows me! 

Tir. Sir, if you know this Lady, if you've * tidings 
to communicate that touch her happineſs, oh! that [ 
cou'd inſpire you with my feelings! 

Ab. I knew your father, and am a witneſs to the 
hard neceſſity, which tore him from an infant child, and 
held him eighteen tedious years f in x exile: irom his native 
Aland“ 

Megs What do I near? You) was my father” 8 friend? ! 


1. 


tl 


i * COMEDY. 


The prayer and interceſſion of an or phan draw-Heaven's 3 


righteous benediction down upon you ! | 
Aab. Prepare yourſelf, be conſtant. T have news to 


tell you of your father. 


Mot. I can't ſtand this; I wiſh I was any where elſe. 


Tyr. Courage, my dear Auguſta ; my life 8 2 it, 
there is happineſs in ſtore for thee. 
Arg. Go on, go on. 55 
Aub. You are in an error, you are not an orphan; 
you have a father, whom, thro' toil and peril, thro? 
lickneſs and thro'ꝰ ſorrow, Heaven has graciouſly pre- 
ſerv'd and bleſt at length his unremitting labours with 
abundance. - 
Tyr. Did I not tell you this? Bear up. a 
Aub. Yes, virtuous Auguſta, all your ſufferings ter- 
minate this moment; you may now give way to love 
and happineſs; you have a father living who approves 
your paſſion, who will crown it with a liberal fortune, 


who now looks upon; You, ſpeaks to you, embraces - 
8 mbraces her. 


Mort. There, there; I'm glad tis over. Joy befall 
yon both! ; | 

r. See how her colour flies She'll faint 

Aub. What have I done? Dear innocent, look up. 

Aug. Oh, yes, to Heaven with gratitude for. theſe 
divine vouckſafements——1 have a father then at laſt 
Pardon my tears ; I'm little us'd to happineſs, and have 
not learn'd to bear it. 

T;r. May all your too to come be nothing elſe! But 
look, ſhe changes again Help me to lead her into 
the air. [T;rrel and A. rey lead her out. 

Mort. I believe a little air will not be much amiſs for 


any of us. Look at that girl; tis thus mortality en- 


counters happineſs ; tis thus the inhabitant of earth 
meets that of heaven, with tears, with fainiings, with 


ſirprize : let others call this the weakneſs of our na- 


ture; to me 1! proves the unwortkineſ ; for had we 
merits to entitle us to happineſs, the means  wou'd not 


be wanting to enjoy it. 
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The Tall 3 in Lens Anenvius 5 E l. 


- 
| LoRD ABBERVILLE folloued by Corix. 
Lonp ABSERVILLE. ,- KS an 
a 
(DEATH, Sir, am I or you the maſter of this houſe? na 
who made you judge what company 1s fit for let 
me to keep? the gentlemen „ou excluded came by my be 
ſpecial invitation and eee, | be 
Col. Gentlemen! Ez de 
L. Abb. Ay, gentlemen. Were hoy not ſuch! ? 
Col. Under favour, I took 'em to be ſharpers; I know 
your Lordſhip aways Löber and I've notic'd that they yo 
always win. 3 
L490. I tence I had debts of honour to ads 00 
. Juſt with every one of them. f 
Col. Hang em, baſe vermin, pay them debts; pay 
* poor tradeſmen; thoſs are debts of honour. 
| (half aſide. 
L. 4%. What is't you mutter! ? It was you too, I 
ſuppoſe, that drove away my Jew, that came with ha 
money to diſcharge thoſe debts. - | 
Col. That's true enow, gude faith, 1 promiſcd him a OR 
973 6 and I kept my word. | | 
L. 455, Raſcal, thou'rt born to be my plagne. Mw. 
Col. Raſcal | Your father never uſed that word, 5 
L. Ab. On your life, name not him: my heart is Pr. 
torn with vultures, and you feed them: ſhall 1 keep a 7 
ſervant in my houſe to drive away my gueſts, to curb 
my pleaſares, my purſuits, and be a ſpy upon my very 
thoughts; te ſet that cu nis Mortimer upon me, and ex- 
; poſe me in the moments of my weakneſs to that ſnarling 
| — . humonriſt? I want no monitors to deres me, my 1 


'own tho1ghts can do that. [Frit. 
Gol. Well, well 'tis vary ell A rafeal + Let it 
yoda, 1'm the tirſt Macleod thas ever heard that 

wor Y 


— 
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word and kept my dirk within my girdle Let it paſs 


I've ſeen the work ſerv'd a ſpendthrift, heard my ſelf 
called raſcal, and I'll now jog bock again acroſs the 
Tweed, and lay my bones amongſt my kindred in the 
iſle of Skey; they're all that will be left of me by then 
I reach the place. 


* 


- 


LA JEuNEsSSE enters. 


La Jeun. Ah! dere he ſtand, le pauvre Colin in 
diſgrace ! Ha! ha! ha! quelle ſpectacle! Ma foi, I muſt 
= one little vord wid him at parting—Monſieur le Fi- 
nancier, courage; I am inform my Lord have ſign your 
lettre de catchet : vat of dat ? The air of Scotland will 
be for your healt ; England is not a country for les 
beaux eſprits ; de pure air of de Highlands will ge you 
de grande appetit for de bonny-clabber. 

Colin. Take your jeſt, Maſter Frenchman, at my 
eountrymen an' welcome; the de'il a jeſt they wade of 


you laſt war. Ei. 
La feu. Yes, you are all adroit enough at war, but 
done of you know how to be at peace. - Dy 


An Apartment in MorTIMER's Horſe, 


MoRTIMER, AUBREY, and NaPTHALTI, 


Mort. And theſe are all the money dealings you . 


had with Lord Abberville ? 


Napth. That is the amount of his debt; the bonds and 


contracts are in Bridgemore's hands. 

Mort. You ſee your money has not ſleep in Bridge- 
more's keeping ; your conſignment, Mr Aubrey, is put to 
pretty good intereſt (Mortimer looks over his papers.) 


| Napth. Aubrey ! Is your name Aubrey may I aſk? 
Aub. It is : 


Napth. Have you had any dealings whh Mr Bridge. | 


Haore : 9 * 
Aub. To my coſt. 


Napth. Did you confign him merchundigh'd from th 
deroon? 
Aub. I am the perſon who was guilty of that folly. 
Napth, Bridgemore believe thought you was d ad. 
c 8 Aal. 


— 
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Aub. I take for granted he would gladly have me ſo 


But do you know any thing of that conſignment ? 


Napth. Heh! Do I know of it? I had better make a 


friend of him; tis up with Bridgemore fait; there is no 
ſenſes in ſerving him any longer (afide.) Why you ſhall 
know, Sir, I was Bridgemore's broker for your mer- 
chandize : here is the abſtract of the net proceeds (gives 
a paper to Aubrey, who peruſes it ſome time.) 

Mort. That's lucky as I live; I ſee an honeſt man ne- 
ver can want weapons to defeat a knave— And pray Sir, 
what might be your profit on this ſale; double com miſ- 
ſion for a breach of truſt, that is the rule of the trade 
I think. | 

Napth. I work as others ; 1 0 * below mar- 
ket · price. 


Mort. You're e right, Sir ; twou d be a ing many an 
But 


honeſt family, if you made roguery too cheap 
get you gone ee to my library; I obſerve a p-rſon 
coming who will interrupt you. —Hark'e, Mr Aubrey, 
have an eye to our Jew. 

Aub. Truſt him to me : I'm pretty well accuſtom'd 
to their dealings. LE xit with Naph, 


Docrox Daufp enters. 


Dr Druid. Save you Sir, ſave you; is it true I pray 
vou that a learned Gentleman, a traveller but juſt ar- 
rived, is now with you ? 

Mort. There is a perſon under that deſcription in my 
houſe. 

Dr Druid. May he be ſeen, good now ? may he be 
talk'd with? what has he brought home? is he well 
ſtor'd with oriental curioſit ies? 

Mort. Faith, Sir, indifferent well; he has brought 4 
conſiderable parcel of ſun-dried bricks from the ruins of 
antient Babylon; a heavy collection of ores from the 
mines of Siberia, and a pretty large cargo of common 
Halt from the banks of the Caſpian. 

Dr Druid. Tneſtimable ! 

Mort. Oh, Sir, mere ballaſt. 

Dr Druid. Ballaſt indeed, and what Giſcoveries 4 
he draw from all theſe ? 


' Mert. Why he has diſcover'd that the bricks are not 


fit 


pf 


le 


ot 


what you have ſaid about my putterflies : tis upon my 


at your houſe, 


member'd ; look'e, I've got your wages: come, hold 


1 o Dod. 
fi for building ; * mines not worth the „ and ö 
the ſalt not good for preferving : in ſhort, Doctor, he 
has no taſte for theſe trifles ; he has aid the human 
heart his ſtudy ; he loves his own ſpecies, and does not 
care if the waole race of butterflies was extinct. © 

Dr Druid. Yes, patterflies—'tis in my mind, d'ye fee, 


memory; but no matter-—your ſtudies Mr Mortimer, 
and mine, are wide aſunder. But go on reform the 
world, you'll find it a tough taſk; 1 am content to take 
it as I find it. - 

Mort. White the ſan Shines, you'l carry > candles | 
bow will that light them, who travel in the night! 
Away with ſach philoſophers, here comes an honeſt 
man, and that's a character worth ten on't.— Corrs 
eriizrs.) So, Colin, what's the news with you ? If I'm 
to augur from your countenance, lomething goes wrong 


Colin. Troth, Sir, no mighty matter; only Laird 
Abberville has turn'd away a troubleſome ellow, who 
bore your honour grete o | 
Mort. What ist you tell me? is my Lord deter- 
mined upon ruin, that he puts away the only honeſt 
man belonging to him? 
Dr Druid. By this coot light, and that is well x re- 


out your hand. - 8 
Colin. Axcuſe me, Pl ha none on't. 4 f 
De Druid. No wages? why tis all coot money; 

in full. What, man, think better on't: you'll 2 55 it 

when you get to Scotland, ten to one elſe. 

Colin, Like enow, but by my faul I'll touch na filler þ 
he has geen a title to me, which 1 hanna meriteil, 
Heav'n knows, nor ever ſhall. =: 

Mort. What title has he given you F--> 

Colin. Saving your preſence it ha' pleas'd: my Laird ö 
to ſay, I am a raſcall; but 1 I na wear a raſcall's wages 
in a Scottiſh pouch: de il o' my ſaul, I'd ſooner eat my 
ſtroud for famine. 

Mort. I think thou woud'ſt, but wait a while with 
patience ; _ raſh young man's affairs preſs to a criſis 2 

F 2 — 
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J have yet one effort more to make, which if it fails ! 


mall take leave of him as well as you. 
Jarvis enter . | 


Far. Lord Abberville, Sir, defires to ſpeak with you, 
Hort. That's well. Colin, go you with honeſt Jar- 
vis. Doctor, for once let us unite our ſtudies in this 
cauſe, come you with me; if my advice can reſcue your 
unhappy pupil from a courſe of guilty occupations, your 
py may furniſh harmleſs ones to fill their place: 
make haſte; make haſte, here comes the Bridgemores, 
| | [ Exeunt, 


* enters, introducing BRIDGEMORE, his Wife and 
Daughter. 


Serv. Pleaſe to walk in here ; my maſter will wait 

on you immediately. 

2 75 Nobody here — Harke, friend, 1 ex pected 
to meet a ſtranger ; a gentleman juſt landed from Scan- 
deroon. Know you of ſuch a one? 

Serv. He is now in the houſe. 

Luc. And Mr Tyrrel, Sir, 1s he at home! 25 

Serv. He is; they both will wait 9 9 you preſently. 


[Frit, 


Bridge. That's well, that? 0 welt; as for old ſurly- 
boots we cou'd well ſpare his company: tis a ſtrange 
dogged fellow, and execrated by all mankind. 

Mrs Bridge. Thank Heaven, he is a man one ſeldom 
meets; I little thought of ever ſetting foot in bis houſe: 
I hope the ſavage won't grow ceremonies . return 
the viſit, 

Luc. Vuleſs he brings his nephew in his hand. 


& MoxTIN ER enter. 
Mort. Ladies, you do me honour. Mr Bridgemore, 


you come here upon a melancholly errand 
Bridge True, Sir, but death you know is common to 


all men; I look'd to meet a gentleman her e—this 1 is all 


Alori. | 


a x 
, 2 
1 a L 3 * 


loſt time. | 5 


2 
A * o 


— © 


fort. True: therefore, before he comes, let us fill |} 
it up with ſomething more material: I have a buſineſs 4 
to propoſe to you, which I conſider as my own. You Y 


muſt know, Sir, I've a nephew.— 
Bridge. Mr Tyrrel I luppoſe ? 
Mort. The fame. | | 
Mrs Bridge. Mind that, . be is opening his 
commiſſion. 

Luc. Law, Ma'am, you put me inte ſuch a flutter 
Mort. There is a certain Lady, Mr Bridgemore, 
whom on this occaſion, you muſt father. 

Bridge. How tedious he is! Coudn't he as well have 
nam'd my daughter ?—Well, Sir, what are your expecta⸗- : 
tions from that Lady ? 

Mort. Nay, 8 but what you can readily ſupply : 
I know no good _ ſhe ſtands in want of, but a for- 
tune. 


Bridge. Well, and who doubts but on a proper occa- 


gon 1 thall give her one? Ay, and a tolerable fortune 


too, Mr Mortimer, as times go. | 
Mort. The fortune you was to have given my ward, 


| Lord Abberville, will juſt ſuffice : 1 think the fur was 
' forty thouſand pounds. "0 


Bridge, Why you ſpeak out at once. 

Mort. That's ever been my cuſtom; I abominats long 
flcepy proceſſes; life don't allow of m. 

Bridge. But I hear nothing on your part; Mr Tyr- 
rel, as I take it, is wholly dependant on your bounty 
beſides, affairs, as I conceive, are yet ſcarce ripe. 

Luc. Indeed, papa, you're very much miſtaken. 

Mrs Bridge. Why really, Mr Mortimer, the parties 


ſhou'd at leaſt de ſuffer d to conſult each other's inclina- 


tions. 
_ Mort, By all means; let em ſpeak for themſelves : tis 


their own cauſe, and they will plead it beſt; hark'e, 


come in, Sir, theſe are the parties. 


TYRREL and Miss AUBREY enter. 


Luc. Ah! 


Mort. What ails you; "ns you trod upon a : thorn ? 
_— Bridge. Aan vg: A amet Au 2 here ? 


1 
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Mort. Yes: Francis Tyrrel and Auguſta Aubrey. Do 
the names offend you? Look at the parties, are they 


not well match'd? Examine them, - they II tell you 
they're agreed. Who ſhall forbid their union ? 


Luc. Who cares about it? If Mr Tyrrel and the 


Lady are agreed, that's enough : I ſuppoſe it is neceſſary 
for us to be preſent at the ceremony. 


Bridge. Ay, Sir, I pray you, where's the occaſion 


for us to be eall'd in, becauſe your nephew chuſes to 
take up with an unworthy girl, that I once harbour'd 


upon charity ? 


Tyr. Hold your audacious tongue: let eonſtlence keep 
you ſilent. 

Arg. Haſh, huſh! you frighten me; pray be com- 
pos'd.; and let me own that no injuſtice, no ſeverity can 
wholly cancel what I owe to Mr Bridgemore for his 
paſt protection, and that ſhare of education he allow'd 
me ; but when he puts this to the account of charity, he 
takes a virtue foreign to his heart, and ouly aggravates 
the ſhame that's falling on him. 


Mrs Bridge. Is the man thunder-ſtruck ; why don't 


you anſwer ? 

Mort. Charity keeps him filent. 

Luc. Come, let's begone: her words have daggers | in 
em, an and her looks are poiſon. 

Aug. Before you go, Miſs Bridgemore, ſuffer me to 
aſk, when you related Lord Abberville's adventure to 


Mr Tyrrel, why you ſuppreſs'd the evidence of your 


own maid,” who conducted him into my chamber? 

LCuc. Miſs Aubrey, if it ever is your fate to have a 
rival, you will find an anſwer to that queſtion. > 

Exit uith Mrs Bridgemore. 


Mort. Hold, you and I, Sir, muſt not part. (To 


Bridgemore as he is going.) | 
Bridge. Well, Sir, your pleaſure ? 
Aug. I ſuffer for him; this is a ſcene I wiſh not to be 
preſent at. . [ Exit, 
Tyr. Well, Mr 8 you that harbour'd my 
Augiiſta upon charity, I thall leave my uncle to diſcharge 
my obligations to * on en _— together wh Lis 
own. | Exit. 


Mort. Well, Sr, we're now es e; and if it needs 


3 y muſt 
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muſt be that one of us ſhall come to ſhame, tis well we 
are ſo. It is thought I am a hard unfeeling man; let it 
be ſo : you ſhall have juſtice notwithſtanding : innocence 
requires no more. You are accus'd : defend yourſelf. 

Bridge Accus'd of what; and who is my accuſer ? 
Mort. A man; and you ſhall face him like a man. 
Who waits ? (4 Servant enters.) Delire the ſtranger to 
come hither (exit Servant.) Fear nothing; we're enough 
to try this queſtion ; where the human heart is preſent, 
and the appeal! is made to Heaven, no jury need be ſum- 
moned. Here is a ſtranger has the confidence to ſay that 
your pretentions to charity are falſe; nay he arraigns 
your honeſty; a charge injurious to any man, but mortal 
to a trader, and levell'd at the vital root of his pro- 
felon. © _ 
Bridge. Ay, 'tis the Turky abcechans I ſuppoſe ; 
let him come in; I know upon what ground I Rage 
and am afraid of zo man living. 
Mort. (afide.) We mall try that. Do you know this 
Gentleman ? 


© 


AUBREY enters. 


Bridge. (ſtarting) 838 | 8 
Aub. Thou wretch ! | 
Bridge. He lives! _ **VV 
Aub. To thy confuſion Rais'd by the bounty of 
my family, is this your b When in the bitter» 
neſs of my diſtreſs I put an infant daughter in your 
hands, the laſt weak ſcyon of a noble ſtock, was it to 
rob me you received her? To plunder and defrand an 
helpleſs orphan, as you thought her, and riſe upon the 
ruins of your benefactor's fortune? : 
Bridge. Oh I am trepann'd How ſhall I look my 
wife and daughter in the face (4% de.) 
Aub. Where have you. lodg'd the money I depoſited 
with you at parting ? I find my daughter deſtitute: 
what have you done with the remittances I ſent from 
time to time? But above all, where is the produce of 
; Neptune's cargo ? Villain, look here, I have the proofs; 
| thi: 18 the 285 a the ſale ; if you diſpute ws I am 
bere 
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here provided with a witneſs, your Jew broker, ready I 
2 hand to atteſt it to your face. 
Bridge. t:xpoſe me not; 1 will refund to the laſt far. 7 
thing ; I diſpute nothing ; call him not in. 
Mort. There s no occaſion for witneſſes when a man | 
_ pleads guilty. ; | | 


= Miss AvzxEY enters and throws herſelf 071 her 2 
= - to her Father. 


* 


Aug. Dear Sir, upon my knees I do beſeech you mi- 
tigate your ſeverity\; it is my firſt petition ; he” s de- 
tected, let his conſcience add the reſt. ; 

Aub. Riſe, my beloved child, it ſhall be ſo. There, 
Sir, your pardon be your puniſhment ; it was my money 
only you attempted, my choiceſt treaſure you have left 
untouch'd: now go and profit by this meeting: I will 
not expoſe you : learn of your fraternity a more ho- 


= 
nourable practice ; and Jet integrity for ever remain the 1 
inſeparable characteriſtic of an Engliſh merchant. 

Mort. Stay ; I've another point to ſettle with you; 6 
| you're a creditor of Lord Abberville's: I find you've 
put Miſs Aubrey's money to extraordinary interelt : R 
Jarvis, ſhew this Gentleman into my library, you'll find þ 
a lawyer there will ſettle your accounts. 5 

Bridge. I think you've pretty well done that already. 

A fine viſit truly I have made on't; and a fine recep- 
tion I ſhall meet at home. Exit. 4 

Aub. So! This uneaſy buſineſs is paſt, let us now tum © 
to happineſs : where is your Nephew ? 

Mort. Conferring with Lord Abberville. fi 

Aug. Lord Abberville ? You frighten me. hy 

Mort. Fear nothing; you will find him a new man; ſt 

u deep inciſion has let out the diſorder ; and I hope a _ 
healthy: regimen in time will heal the wound; in ſhort. 5 
J can't be idle; and now Frank is off my hands, I've 
once more undertaken to ſet this ricketty babe of quali · fa 
ty upon his legs— Oh, here he comes; why this is as it 
ſhould be; now you look like friends. 10 


Lord ABBERVILLE and Mr TYRREL. 


L. bb. 6d we be ever ſo! O, Mortimer, 1 bluſh 
3 : | to 


read her looks 


ö ſer ve vou. | 5 


1 
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| & look upon that Lady ; your reproofs I bore with ſome 


compoſure.; but methinks was ſhe to chide my E ſhould 
fink with ſhame. 

Aug. You've nothing, my Lord Abberville to appre- 
hend from me : I ſhould be loth to give an Interruption : 
to your happineſs in the height of my own. - | 

Aub. Give me thy hand, Auguſta——In the hope that 
I was labouring for thy ſake, and in thy perſon that I 
ſhou'd reſtore the proſtrate fortunes of an ancient houſe, 
I have toiled on through eighteen years of weartſome 
adventure: crown'd with ſucceſs, I now at length re- 


turn, and find my daughter all my fondeſt hope could 


repreſent ; but paſt experience makes me provident ; = 


would ſecure my treaſure; I would beſtow it now in 
faithful hands W hat w you, Sir, will you accept the 


charge ? | (To Tyrrel. 
Tyr. Yes, and will ben it ever in my fight, watch 


orer it with unremitting love, and guard it with — 5 


life. 
Aub. What ſays my child, my dear Auguſla 7 But I : 
Bleſt be you both ! 

Mort. Amen, ſay I. Live an example to the age; 
and when I read the liſt of marriages, as I do that of 
burials, with a ſigh, let me have this to ſay, that mo 
was one example of felicity. | 

I. Abb. O, Frank, 'tis hard to ſpeak the word, but 
you deſerve her ; yours is the road to happineſs; I have 
been loſt in error, but I ſhall trace your ſteps and preſs 


to overtake. you. 


Mort. Why that's well ſald; there ſpoke your father 
from within you: now begone; fly to the altars of your 


country lares; viſit that nurſe of contemplation, ſoli- | 
tude; and while you range your groves, that ſhook at 


every rattle of the dice, aik of your reaſon, "P you was 
a gameſter. | 
L. A. U've bow a madman ; -I have loſt an humble 
faithful friend, whoſe ſervices wou'd be invaluable. 
Mort. Why ay, your Highlander, your poor Macleod; 
our plan muſt ſtop without his help: I'm but a pro- 
je&tor, he muſt execute but there e 1 can 
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L. Ab. 0 Mortimer, how much have 1 miſtukes 


thee ! 
Mort. come, come, I have my faults ; I'm an un- 


toward fellow, and ſtand as muck in need of a. reborn 
285 any of you all. 


Docron Davy enters haſtily, followed by colin. : 


Dr Druid. Tutor me truly—ralk to me! Pray Gen- 


clemens, bear witneſs: is Maſter Colins here a proper 


teacher of the dialects, d'ye ſee, and e en of 
the Engliſh tongue ? 

Colin. Why not? Is there not Duncan Roſs of Aber 
deen that lactures twice a week in oratory at the Seven 
Pials ? and does not Sawney Ferguſon, a couſin of mine 


an, adminiſter the Engliſh language I in its utmoſt ele. 


ance at Amſterdam ? 

Or Druid. Bear witneſs, that i is all I gay. bear wit» 

neſs. 1 

Mort. We do; there is not one amongſt us, Doctor, 

but can witneſs to ſome noble act of Colin's; and we 

os not wound his harmleſs 9 for any bribe that 
can offer. 


I. Abb. Colin, Tov dans you wrong; but I was not 


myſelf; be you no worſe a ſervant than you have been, 
pe you ſhall find henceforward I will be a better maſter. 
Colin. I'm ſatisfied; an you'll negle& yourſall na 
ore than I ſhall do, things will gang well enow. 
Tyr. I muſt apologize to Colin too; like my Lord 
Abberville, I was not myſelf when I rebuff d you on 
the buſineſs of Miſs Aubrey's letter. 
Colin. Say no more, Maiſter Tyrrel ; tis not for. 2 
mon to reſent the pertneſs of a child, or the petulauce 
of a lover. 


Ang. But what ſhall I fay to ths | + where ſhall 1 find | 


words to thank him as I ought ? 

Aub. ] father all your obligations; twas not you but 
me his bounty ſav'd. 

L. 466. Hold, Sir, in point of obligation I ſtand 
firſt. By how much there is more difgrace in doing 
than in ſuffering a violence, by ſo much 1 am more his 


| Abor than you all. 
. 5 | Colin, 


misfortune, but the Del ſends miſchief. | 6 
Ir Druid. Well, Maſter Colins, all is path . over i 


you have got your place again, and all is well. Coot 


now, let me admoniſh you for the future to be quiet 
and hear reaſon ; moderate your choler and your paſſions 
and your partialities; it is not for a clown like you to 


prattle and diſpute with me ; in fait you ſhou'd know 


þetter. 
Mort. Come, come, tis you- * ſhou'd know better; 


in this poor Highlander the force of prejudice has ſome 
lea, becauſe he is a clown; but you, a citizen that 
ihou'd be of the world, whoſe heart philoſophy and tra- 


vel might have open'd, ſhou'd know better than to join 


the cry with thoſe, whoſo charity, like the limitation 


of a brief, ſtops ſhort at Berwick, and never circulates 


beyond the Tweed. By Heaven, I'd rather weed out 


one ſuch unmanly prejudice from the hearts of my coun- 


trymen, than add another Indies to their empire. 


End oF THE PLAY, - 
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